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In  THE  NAME  OF  THE  SENIOR  CLASS  OF  1934,  the  last  class 


to  be-  welcomed  by  its  founder  and   first  principal,  we  pfecKcate  this  magazine  to 

-ader  whose  vision  and  foresight  made  it  possible  for  Tech  to  become  a  great 

-g£|np;  to  the  friend  whose  inspiration  and  kindliness  guided  thousands  of  students 

in  fcMTchange  from  school  life  to  life's  school;  to  the  man  whose  memory 

will  always  remain  within  our  hearts, 

MILO  H.  STUART 


1 
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Mr.  Stuart  As  We  Knew  Him 


"The  grounds  were  beautiful  on  that  autumn 
day ;  the  grass,  untrammeled  by  human  feet, 
formed  a  background  for  numerous  rose  beds, 
clumps  of  peonies,  and  lilac  bushes.  Flower  beds 
bordered  the  road  from  the  gate."  Thus  Miss 
Marie  K.  Binninger  depicted  the  beauties  of  the 
Tech  campus  as  she  and  the  seven  other  original 
Tech  teachers  saw  it  for  the  first  time  nearly 
twenty-two  years  ago.  Mr.  Stuart  had  brought 
them  over  to  show  them  the  new  school  in  which 
they  were  to  teach. 

How  different  it  was  then!  The  Main,  the 
Auditorium,  the  shop  buildings,  and  the  port- 
ables had  not  yet  been  built.  Only  the  historic 
government  buildings,  silent  reminders  of  a  vivid 
past,  stood  amid  the  nat- 
ural beauty  of  the  cam- 
pus. Mr.  Stuart  loved 
this  natural  beauty,  and 
his  ever-present  wish  was 
that  in  any  landscaping 
projects  this  should  be 
preserved. 


In  Memoriam 


The  close  companion- 
ship of  Tech's  founder 
and  first  principal,  Mr. 
Milo  H.  Stuart,  with  his 
eight  teachers  from 
Manual  and  with  his  one 
hundred  and  eighty- 
three  beginning  pupils 
created  a  Tech  spirit 
that  has  grown  with  the 
years.  In  1926,  Mr.  E. 
U.  Graff,  then  super- 
intendent of  schools, 
wrote,  "The  large  enroll- 
ment is  not  the  outstanding  fact  about  this 
school.  The  salient  fact  about  this  institution  is 
its  spirit — Tech  spirit.  From  the  very  begin- 
ning interest,  enthusiasm,  and  loyalty  have  char- 
acterized the  attitude  of  the  students  and  fac- 
ulty. It  is  this  which  has  enabled  the  school  to 
achieve  its  reputation  and  to  rise  superior  to  ad- 
verse circumstances.  This  spirit  has  been  largely 
the  result  of  the  splendid  leadership  which  Tech 
has  enjoyed  throughout  its  entire  history  and  to 
the  loyalty  and  devotion  of  students  and  teachers 
alike.  The  presence  of  this  spirit  insures  the 
future  of  Tech  and  is  an  assurance  to  the  com- 
munity of  a  splendid  educational  achievement." 

Mr.  Stuart  will  alwa}rs  be  remembered  for  his 
many  admirable  qualities.  One  of  the  most  out- 
standing of  these  was  his  ability  to  evaluate  hu- 
man character.  He  had  a  beautiful  and  inspir- 
ing faith  in  the  goodness  of  humanity.  He  be- 
lieved that  "the  natural  tendency  of  the  individ- 
ual is  toward  the  good  and  wholesome."  One  of  his 
favorite  quotations  was :  "Every   human  being, 


He  has  (/one; 

But  ever  in  our  hearts  and  minds 

Will  be  for  him  a  spot  of  infinite  tenderness. 

He  zvas  otirs; 

Our  leader,  our  friend,  our  counsellor. 

So  strong,  so  substantial,  so  inspiring  in  every  way. 

It  was  he  who  founded  this  school  of  which  we  are 

so  justly  proud. 
He  was  the  captain  who  guided  the  ship  of  precious 

ideals. 
Now  that  he  has  left  this  life, 
And  has  gone  to  everlasting  peace  and  glory, 
His  name  has  become  immortal  here  on  earth. 
We  will  hand  down  to  our  children  glowing  tales 

of  his  friendship, 
And  we  will  paint  for  them  in  vivid  colors 
The   righteousness,    the    kindliness,    the   worthiness 

of  this  man. 
We  will  teach  them  to  love  and  to  admire  him; 
And  to  their  children  will  go,  undimmed  by  years, 
The  shining  beauty  of  the  story  of  his  deeds. 
The  heritage  of  this  school  is  the  sacred  memory 
Of  its  founder, —"OUR  Mr.  Stuart." 


however  humble,  possesses  some  talent  and  posi- 
tive trait  of  character  which  should  be  discovered 
and  developed."  Mr.  K.  V.  Ammerman,  principal 
of  Broad  Ripple  High  School,  writing  of  Mr. 
Stuart's  interest  in  people  said :  "When  I  think 
of  human  values,  I  am  reminded  of  the  fine  phi- 
losophy of  our  friend  and  counsellor,  the  late  Milo 
H.  Stuart.  Through  the  mists  of  human  frailties 
he  was  able  to  visualize  human  possibilities." 

Mr.  Stuart  loved  Tech.  He  loved  every  flower, 
every  tree,  every  shrub  upon  its  campus.  He  was 
never  so  happy  as  when  he  was  working  in  the 
interest  of  Tech  and  its  pupils.  He  was  never  too 
busy  or  too  tired  to  help  plan  any  improvement  or 
change  that  would  be  for  the  good  of  the  school. 

He  was  always  ready 
with  helpful  and  kindly 
suggestions.  One  of  his 
beliefs  was  "Encourage- 
ment  rather   than   criti- 


cism stimulates  effort  in 
the  right  direction." 

His  foresight,  his 
helpfulness,  his  kindli- 
ness have  brought  about 
positive  turning  points 
in  the  lives  of  scores  of 
discouraged  people^ 
adults  as  well  as  stu- 
dents. Mr.  Stuart,  how- 
ever, was  primarily  in- 
terested in  young  people, 
and  he  did  everything  in 
his  power  to  aid  them  in 
being  happy  and  suc- 
-alice  heine.  ceSsful   in   life.      It  has 

been  said  that  his  confi- 
dence in  the  students  with  whom  he  came  in  con- 
tact inspired  them  to  super-human  efforts  that 
they  might  not  disappoint  him.  He  was  always 
disappointed  with  anything  that  did  not  measure 
up  to  the  standard  set  for  it. 

Throughout  the  country  Mr.  Stuart,  was 
known  as  one  of  the  leading  educators  of  our  day. 
Nothing  to  this  very  versatile  man  seemed  im- 
possible. Through  his  untiring  efforts  Tech  has 
become  one  of  the  leading  schools  of  today.  How- 
ever, he  never  viewed  Tech  as  something  which 
"he"  had  accomplished,  rather  it  was  something 
that  "we"  had  made  possible. 

In  an  editorial  written  for  the  Cannon  last 
fall,  Mr.  DeWitt  S.  Morgan  paid  tribute  to  the 
memory  of  Mr.  Stuart  thus :  "To  us  at  Tech 
Mr.  Stuart  has  left  a  great  heritage.  He  had 
an  enduring  faith  in  the  integrity  and  high 
purpose  of  high  school  boys  and  girls.  He  be- 
lieved no  educational  opportunity  too  good  for 
the  youth  of  this  city.  It  was  to  provide  such 
that    he    worked    so    [Continued    on    page    5%\ 
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Our  Principal,  Mr.  Morgan 


To  the  Senior  Class  of  1934: 

I  join  with  every  one  of  your  teachers  in  a  word  of  congratula- 
tion as  we  approach  the  events  of  Commencement  which  will  honor 
you  as  graduates  of  this  school.  What  Tech  has  been  during  these 
past  four  years  has  been  due  in  very  large  measure  to  what  you 
have  been  and  to  what  you  have  done.  The  achievements  of  our 
school  in  the  class  room,  in  music,  in  art,  or  in  athletics,  have  all 
been  your  achievements.  You  have  been  Tech  and  Tech  has  been 
you.     You  have  proved  yourselves  worthy  of  confidence  and  trust. 

At  this  time  of  your  "Commencement'"  we  can  hope  for  nothing 
better  than  that  you  will  live  according  to  the  ideals  of  usefulness 
to  the  world  which  were  so  characteristic  of  the  man  to  whom  this 
book  is  dedicated.  We  can  promise  you  that  life  will  be  wonder- 
fully worth  the  living  if  you  will  emulate  the  life  of  him  whom  we 
are  proud  to  remember  as  our  former  principal  and  friend,  Mr. 
Milo  H.  Stuart.  As  this  book  is  dedicated  to  his  memory,  so  we 
trust  that  you  will  dedicate  yourselves  to  the  fine  ideals  for  which 
his  life  will  forever  stand. 
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VANHENRY  RUSH  CLARK  RUSSELL 


DAVID  RUSSELL 


ROBERT  RUSSELL 


JOHN  ST.  HELENS 


THELMA  SADLER  GLADYS  SANDELL  VIRGINIA  SANDELL  CHARLES  SANDERS 


HELEN  SANDERS 


TRAMER  SCHREINER  FRED  SCHUBMAN  ROBERT  J.  SCOTT  .  ROBERT  W.   SCOTT  WILLIAM  SCOTT 


ELEANOR  SCUDDER 


MELVIN  SEITZ 


WILLIAM  SEWARD  GEORGIA  SHAKE  MARY  SHANNON 


RUTH  SHANNON 
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JUAN1TA   SHARP  LEON  SHARP 


EDGAR  SHEPHERD  GLADYS  SHEPHERD  MELVIN  SHEPHERD 


RALPH  SHERMAN  GEORGIA  SHINGLETON  WILLIAM  SHIRLEY  JAMES  SHROUT  RICHARD  SHUGERT  FRANCES  SILVER 


VIRGIL    SILVEY  NOAH  SIMMONS 


VIRGINIA   SIMS  WALTER   SINCLAIR 


JACK  SINGERS 


ROBERT  SINK 


ELWOOD  SIPOLE  MILTON  SKAATS  EVELYN  SKAGGS  MILDRED  SKIDMORE  FRANK   SKUFCA 


BERTHA    SLAUGHTER  KENNETH   SMARTZ  FRANK   SMILEY 


KENNETH  SMISER  ALBERT  E.   SMITH  ALBERT  W    SMITH 


ARTHUR   SMITH  CRYSTAL  SMITH 


EVELYN  SMITH  HUGHES  SMITH 


LA  DORA  SMITH  LIU-IE  SMITH 


PHILIP  SMITH 


RAYMOND  A.    SMITH  ROY  H.    SMITH 


RUTH  L    SMITH 


JANNETTE  SMITHERS  GEORGE    SOHN 
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DON  STERRETT 


VENITA  STEUERWALD  GEORGE   STEVENS  CHARLES   R    STEWART 


ARJCRIE   STEWART  MARTHA  STEWART 


HP  '  & 

HARRIETT  STRINGER 


HAROLD  SUHRE 


ARTHUR   SUITE 


JOHN    SULLIVAN  ANNETTE   SUTTON 


MARION  SWINFORD  LUTHER   SYMONS 


VELMA  TALBERT 


CHARLES  L    TAYLOR  EMMA  LOU  TAYLOR 
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MARJORIE  TAYLOR  JOHN  THASt 


EVELYN  THIESING 


JOHN  THOENY  ROBERTA   THOM 


GERALD  THOMAS  LYNDALL   THOMAS  MARGARET    THOMAS  DOROTHY   THOMPSON  MEREDITH   THOMPSON  OUVE  THOMPSON 


RICHARD   THOMPSON  THELMA  THOMPSON  JOHN  THURSTON 


RUTH  TIMMONS 


FLOYD   TOBROCKE 


STEWART   TONGRET  VIRGINIA     TRACY 


CAROL  TRAUB 


KATHRYN  TREES 


WILLIAM  TSEMf 


MORRIS  TUCKER  DOROTHY  TURNER  VANCE  TURNER 


DONALD  ULREY  ELAINE   UMBARGEfc 


COLLINS  UNDERWOOD  NATHAN  UNDERWOOD  MARGARET  UNVERSAW  LOUIS  VALANT  GLENDORA  VALENTINE  RAYMOND  VAN  AESDEL 
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JUNE   WAINSCOT  JAN£   ELLEN   WALOEN  ADALINE   WALKER  BARNEY   WALKED 


JEANNEIIE   WHERRY  CHARLES  H    WHITE 


ELEANOR  WHITE 


CORDON   WHITE 


HERSHEL  WHITE  ROBERT  WHITE 
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EVERETT   WILDS  8ETTY   LOU  WILLIAMS  IVA  MAE  WILLIAMS  JUNE   WILLIAMS  MARY   M    WILLIAMS  OUN  WILLIAMS 


ROBERT  W.  WILLIAMS  JOHN  WILLIAMSON  CARL  WILLIS 


DOROTHY   WILLIS 


THELMA  WILLIS  MARGIE  WILLSEY 


GWENDOLYN   WILSON  LOUISE  WILSON 


VIRGINIA   WILSON  EARRElL   WININGER 


HAROLD  WINTERS 


LAURIE  WOODARD  DOROTHY  j   WOOOS  HOWARD  WOOLMAN  GEORGTi  WORLEY 


JUANITA  WORTH 


ERANCIS  WRIGHT  GEORGE  WRIGHT  IHELMA  WRIGHT  WILLIAM  WRIGHT  GUS  WUELFING 


PAULINE   WURSTER 
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MORRIS  YAGER 


ELOISE  YEAGER 


ROBERT   /EAGER 


FREDERICK   ZAINEY 


OTTO  ZIEGLER 


IOHN  ZIMMERMAN 


BEVERLY  ZOLEZZI 


kMSS   SRINKWORIH 


II5S  CLARA   M  SYAI» 


SENIOR       CLASS       PLAY        STAFF 
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Senior  Jottings 


Size  of  Class:    Approximately  1,000. 
Class  Colors:   Nile,  Pino  Green,  and  Gold. 
Motto:    "The  surest   way   not   to   fail   is  to   de- 
termine to  succeed." 
Senior  Song  Writer:    Dorothy  J.  Woods. 
Class  Plays : 

A-K   Division — "Daddy   Long-Legs." 

December  8,  1933,  Auditorium. 
L-Z  Division— "Little  Women." 
April  20,  1934,  Auditorium. 


Class  Party:    May  fourth. 

Senior  Day:    May  twenty-fifth. 

Alumni  Meeting  and  Dance:  Saturday  eve- 
ning, June  second,  Auditorium. 

Vesper  Service:  Sunday  afternoon,  June  third, 
Auditorium. 

Honor  Day:  Monday  morning,  June  fourth, 
Auditorium. 

Commencement:  Tuesday,  -June  fifth,  8:00 
P.  M.,  Butler  University  Fieldhouse. 


Four  Milestones  Toward  Success 


Over  one  thousand  seniors  are  looking  toward 
the  future  with  hope  in  their  hearts,  with  the  de- 
termination to  succeed  in  their  minds.  Before 
them  lies  life  with  all  its  opportunities,  its  vic- 
tories and  defeats,  its  hopes  and  aspirations  ;  a 
life  to  be  lived  by  each  according  to  the  stand- 
ards which  have  been  formulated  in  his  mind  and 
in  his  heart  during  the  past  four  years. 

But  today  these  seniors  are  not  thinking  about 
the  future;  rather  are  they  turning  back  the 
clock  and  in  quick  retrospect  viewing  these  four 
years,  crowded  with  memories. 

Among  those  memories  are  that  first  day  at 
Tech  when,  as  timid  freshmen,  these  seniors  of 
today  Mere  welcomed  to  this  school  by  the  much 
beloved  principal,  Mr.  Milo  EI.  Stuart,  who 
promised  them  at  the  end  of  four  years  of  study 
the  reward  of  an  unforgettable  graduation  day  ; 
later  that  fall  they  heard  that  Mr.  Stuart  was 
called  to  take  over  the  problems  of  Assistant 
Superintendent  of  Secondary  Education  and 
that  Mr.  DeWitt  S.  Morgan,  then  vice-principal, 
was  to  take  his  place  as  principal  of  Tech. 

With  sorrow  the  seniors  recall  that  time  in  late 
July  of  1933  when  the  news  of  the  death  of  Mr. 
Stuart  reached  them.  Every  student  felt  the 
grave  loss  to  the  school  for,  although  he  no 
longer  was  directly  connected  with  Tech,  his  tall 
figure  was  always  a  welcome  sight  on  the  campus 
and  at  assemblies,  and  his  words  ever  were  re- 
ceived with  respect  and  admiration. 

Memories  crowd  one  another  in  the  minds  of 
the  seniors.  With  a  feeling  of  pride  they  recall 
the  excellent  record  of  the  basketball  teams  that 
twice  in  the  course  of  their  high  school  career 
have  gone  to  the  state  finals.  They  remember 
the  Twentieth  Anniversary  Exposition  with  its 
exhibitions  and  prize-winning  booths,  all  of 
which  dispkiyed  the  work  and  ability  of  Tech's 
student  body.  They  recall  the  many  contests, 
state  and  national,  in  which  their  comrades  have 
placed. 

The  tread  of  marching  feet  and  martial  music 
echo  through  their  minds  as  they  visualize  the 
four  inspections  of  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  unit,  three  of 


which  have  already  added  honor  stars  to  Tech's 
banner. 

In  rapid  succession  they  remember  with  pleas- 
ure the  "Sketchbooks"  of  1933  and  1934:  the 
newly  inaugurated  underclassman  plays :  a  de- 
lightful Spring  Festival;  a  lovely  production 
of  "La  Serenata"  ;  and  two  Christmas  pageants, 
"A  Christmas  Fantasy"  and  "The  Glory  Road." 

Prominent  places  in  the  chain  of  memories  of 
the  senior  class  are  the  class  Open  Houses,  to 
which  parents  and  friends  were  invited  ;  the  cele- 
brations on  Supreme  Day  ;  the  various  club  meet- 
ings ;  the  opening  of  the  new  Student  Center; 
and  the  remodeling  of  the  Arsenal  with  the  school 
offices  moved  to  its  first  floor. 

With  pride  they  think  of  the  success  of  the 
debating  team,  the  first  in  the  history  of  Tech, 
which  in  its  first  year  went  to  the  state  finals ; 
and  are  glad  that  the  regional  discussion  contest 
was  won  by  the  Tech  representative,  who  placed 
second  in  the  state. 

In  order  to  visualize  their  four-year  record  at 
school,  many  students  have  kept  their  weekly 
Cannons  and  semester  magazines  ;  the  two  book- 
lets commemorating  the  200th  anniversary  of 
the  birth  of  George  Washington;  and  "Sift- 
ings,"  a  literary  magazine. 

Soft  music,  character  and  period  costumes, 
splendid  character  portrayals  are  the  impressions 
that  the  seniors  have  of  their  two  plays,  "Daddy 
Long-Legs"  and  "Little  Women." 

So  many  personal  memories  crowd  in  the  mind 
of  each  senior  that  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  dis- 
tinguish each  one  of  them  ;  he  has  only  one  ex- 
pression in  which  all  his  feelings  are  concen- 
trated:    "I  wish  I  could  live  them  over  again." 

With  this  thought  in  mind  the  graduate  takes 
one  last  glance  at  his  school,  its  buildings  and 
campus,  the  rooms  where  he  has  worked  and 
played ;  and,  with  a  pang  of  regret  in  his  heart 
and  a  determined  look  in  his  eye,  he  leaves,  to 
go  out  into  the  world,  to  put  to  use  the  knowl- 
edge he  has  gained  at  Tech,  and  to  make  a  name 
for  himself  and  thereby  fcr  his  school. 

—GEORGE  MESSMER. 
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Little 
Little  Women 

Play  by  Marian   DeForest 
From   the   Book   by   Louisa  M.   Alcott 

Cast  of  Characters 

Jo Mary  Jane  McGaughey 

Laurie Charles   Rennard 

Meg Dorothy  Lagler 

Beth Margaret  Oldham 

Amy Glendora    Valentine 

Mrs.  March Margaret  Unversaw 

Mr.  March George  Murphy 

Aunt  March Alberta  Riffle 

John   Brooke Frank  Noff'ke 

Professor  Bhaer George  Messmer 

Hannah Virginia  Sims 

Mr.  Laurence Ted  Lchniauu 

Stage  Staff 

Director Miss  Clara  M.  Ryan 

Stage Mr.  Chelsea  Stewart 

Electrician Mr.  Herbert  Traub 


Women 


Daddy  Long-Legs 


By  Jean  Webster 

Cast  of  Characters 

Judy  Abbott Ruth   Cradick 

Jervis  Pendleton William  Hcbcrt 

Sally  McBride Ruth  Funk 

Jimmie  McBride Jay  Fix 

Julia  Pendleton Alma  Bernhardt 

Mrs.  Pendleton Ruth  E.  Brown 

Miss  Pritchard Katherine  Kerriek 

Mrs.  Lippett Jean  Gorton 

Mrs.   Semplc Winifred  Hickman 

Trustees .  .  .  William  Gray,   Walter  Duane  Jones 

Servants  in  Jervis'  home 

Robert  Kent,  Francis  Hawkins 

College  friends Jean  Booth, 

Mary  E.  Daniel,  Carl  Cotter  man 

Orphans Mar- 
garet Heagy,  Martha  Hadgins,  Do- 
lores Ferrer,  Marjorie  Hargon,  Dorit 
Graybill,  Katherine  Anch,  Raymond 
Hardy,    Lillian    Hart,    Bernard    Flaherty 


Daddy  Long-Legs 
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1.  Intricacies  of  algebra  and  geometry  are 
mastered  by  winners  in  the  departmental  contest. 

2.  XYZ's,    squares,    and    triangles    do    not 
daunt  state  mathematics  contest  representatives. 

3.  "Salesmanship  plus"  is  tbe  motto  of  the 
high-point  Cannon  agents. 


4f.      Latin  students  win  honors  in  the  annual 
departmental  contest. 

5.  Tarkington's  play,  "The  Neighbors,"   is 
presented  by  a  cast  of  enthusiastic  juniors. 

6.  The   first    Tech   Debating    Team,    which 
won  twenty-six  debates,  goes  to  the  State  Finals. 
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1.      Members  of  tlie  Stratford  Literary  Club      of   the    underclassman    plays    given    during   the 
present  a  clever   farce  entitled  "Alice  in  Tech-      past  year. 


land,"  for  their  "Mother  Goose"  party. 


3.      An  Expression  IIS  class  presents  a  Bibb- 


s'    A  group  of  English  IIG  pupils  present      cal    play,   "Jephthah's   Daughter,"    during   the 
"Six  Who  Pass  While  the  Lentils  Boil,"  as  one      Lenten  season  for  the  Stratford  Literary  Club. 
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1.  Ping-pong  is  only  one  of  the  recreational 
activities  enjoyed  during  the  lunch  hours. 

2.  Cheer     leaders,     "Dizzy,"     "Bill,"     and 
"Art,"  helped  make  the  sports  seasons  successful. 

3.  The  gardens  in  the  northwest  part  of  the 
grounds  always  interest  campus  visitors. 


■i.      Dresses  are  shown  in  the  Annual  Spring 
Exhibit  of  the  vocational  dressmaking  class. 

5.  The   Spring   Millinery   Exhibit   features 
collar  sets,  hats,  calico  dogs,  and  gingham  cats. 

6.  Skillful  fingers  of  the  make-up  staff  cre- 
ate various  character  portrayals. 
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1.  New  national  colors  are  raised  on  Armis-  -i.      Youthful  farmers  apply  their  agricultural 
tice  Day,  as  R.  O.  T.  C.  companies  present  arms,  knowledge  to  plant  for  the  summer  garden. 

2.  Modern  Florence  Nightingales  administer  5.      Cabinet-making  is  one  of  the  many  voca- 
first  aid — the  Tech  Nursing  class.  tions  boys  learn  at  Tech. 

3.  Fifty-six  ex-service  members  of  the   fac-  6.      The  stage  becomes  a  shipyard  as  the  stage 
ulty  present  new  national  colors  to  the  school.  crew  starts  a  set  for  the  "Sketchbook  of  1934." 
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STAFF 


ONE 


JULIAN 

MYU 

\  UDELL 

LEOLA  KAYLER 

WARREN   CONFER 

GEORGE   BLWHELL 

HUGH  GARDNER 

HAROLD   HOWENSTE1N 

EDITOR 

LI  (ESAU 

m  EWTOS 

EXCHANGE  EDITOft 

sports  editor 

sports  Rtpoereu 

SPORTS  REPORTER 

SPORTS  KtPOKttP. 

NELLIE  KEELING 


M    A     G     A     Z     J     N     E 


STAFF 


ALFRED  HENDERSON 


IRVIN   DU  CHEMIN 


Magazine  Staff 

Editor-in-Chief  lane  Bosart 

Picture  Editor   Marjorie  Hargon 

Literature   Editor    George  Messmer 

Layout  Editor    Denton  Littell 

Assistant    Layout    Editor \lfred  Henderson 

Art   Editor    .' Kay  Poole 

Assistant  Art   Editor twin  DuCheimn 

Business  Staff 

Business  Manager,  Walter  Sinclair;  Circulation  Manager, 
Daniel  Gleicli;  Publicity  Manager,  Robert  Mikels; 
Printing  Manager,  Frank  Skufca;  Scrapbook  Re- 
corder, Helen  Karch;  Typists,  Jane  Howard,  Pauline 
Neff,  Miriam  Vollmer. 

Advisory  Board 

Organization  and  policies,  Miss  Mabel  Goddard,  bead 
of  the  English  department;  directing  sponsor,  Miss 
Ella  Sengenberger;  business,  Werner  Monninger; 
printing,  George  R.  Barrett. 


Writing  Staff 

Managing   Editor Gertrude   Walsh 

Staff  1  Staff  It 

Ed.-in-Chief I.orril  Harper  Alma  Bernhardt 

Asso.  Ed Gustav  Klippel        Martha  L.  Cook 

School  Ed Grace  Noblitt  Mildred  Brown 

Copy  Ed Mice  Heine  Mary  Mae  Endsley 

Bernard  Flaherty 

Page  S  Ed Martha  Hudgins       Margaret  Oldham 

Mary  McGaughey    Beatrice  Risk 

Liter.  Ed Maralyn  Julian         Margaret  Kendall 

Myla  Udell  John  St.  Helens 

Exch.  Ed Leola  Kayler 

Sports  Department:  Editor,  Warren  Confer;  Assistant 
Editor,  George  Worley;  Reporters,  George  Burrell, 
Hugh  Gardner,  Harold  Howenstine,  Helen  Price, 
Robert  Resiner,  Edwin  Rose. 

Assignment  Writers:  Alice  Hart,  Norval  Jasper,  Ber- 
nice  Jones,  Alice  Kautsky,  Ruth  Pierpont. 

Reporters:  John  Burrell,  Carl  Dawson,  Dorothy  Ed- 
wards, Gale  Guy,  John  Hussey,  Nellie  Keeling,  Joan 
Lay,  Paul  Meacliam,  Gordon  Messerlie,  Horace  Russell, 
Roberta  Thorn,  Adaline  Walker,  Betty  Lou  Williams. 
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STAFF         TWO 


ALMA  BERNHARDT  MAflTHA   L    COOK 


MILDRED  BROWN  MARY   MAE   ENDSLEY  MARGARET   OLDHAM  BEATRICE   RISK  MARGARET  KENDALL 


HORACt    RU«ELL 


ROfstiUA   THQM 


AIMUNE   WALKER 


EXECUTIVE        AND        BUSINESS 


ADVISORY    BO'  '  D 


GEORGE   R   BARRETT 


WERNER   MONNINGER 


The  Gospel  of  Labor 

"This  is  the  Gospel  of  labor, 
Ring  it,  ye  bells  of  the  kirk, 
How  the  Lord  of  Love 
Came  down  from  above 
To  live  with  the  men  who  work. 

"This   is   the   rose   lie   planted 
Here  in  the  thorn  cursed  soil. 
Heaven  is  blessed  with  perfect  rest, 
But  the  blessing  of  earth  is  toil." 

Those  who  know  Mr.  Milo  H.  Stuart  realize 
that  this  quotation  was  the  keynote  to  his  success. 
Mis  life  was  built  around  the  "Gospel  of  Labor." 
II is  inspiration  came  from  his  work  even  as  he 
inspired  others. 

Favored  indeed  are  the  members  of  this  class 
of  193-1,  the  last  class  to  be  welcomed  to  Tech  by 


Mr.  Stuart.  They  had  the  advantage  of  seeing 
him  daily  for  a  few  brief  months.  They  had  the 
opportunity  to  have  personal  contact  with  this 
truly  great  man.  Tor  three  years  they  had  the 
privilege  of  hearing  him  speak  at  frequent  audi- 
toriums and  of  seeing  him  often  on  the  campus 
he  loved.  [Continued  on  page  5J] 

In  Memoriam 

The  senior  class  of  1934  deeply  regrets  the 
loss  of  Virgil  Hein  and  William  Spinning,  who 
died  during  this,  their  senior  year. 

Virgil,  a  member  of  Sponsor  Room  173,  was 
greatly  interested  in  music  and  played  the  violin 
in  the  Concert  Orchestra.  EI  is  extreme  friendli- 
ness and  ready  smile    [Continued  on  page  5J] 
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The  Tech  Way 


I.  THE    TECH    WAY— On   the    campus,    in 

the  halls,  and  in  the  classrooms. 
Each  student  shall  observe  such  rules  of  order, 
quiet,  and  punctuality  as  will  make  learning  and 
teaching  easier. 

II.  THE  TECH  WAY— In  public. 

Each  student  shall  so  act  as  to  reflect  credit 
upon  the  training  of  his  home  and  the  training 
of  this  school. 

III.  THE  TECH  WAY— At  athletic  contests. 
At  all  times  the  student  body  shall  be  vigor- 
ously and  enthusiastically  for  the  Tech  teams, 
but  no  word  shall  be  said  or  any  act  done  which 
can  be  considered  as  against  any  team,  any  con- 
testant, or  any  official. 

Above:  Senior  Delegates 

Center:  Senior  Council 

Beloiv:   Underclassman  Representatives 
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Reserve  Officers  Training  Corps 


The  tread  of  marching  feet,  the  call  of  bugles, 
the  blare  of  trumpets,  and  the  fluttering  of  ban- 
ners and  flags  signified  the  victory  of  the  Tech 
R.  O.  T.  C.  in  its  Twelfth  Annual  Inspection. 
With  another  red  star  added  to  that  streamer 
of  victory  and  with  an  enrollment  of  630  cadets, 
the  R.  O.  T.  C.  began  the  year  of  1933-34. 

The  first  official  turn-out  of  the  unit  was  on 
Armistice  Day  when  six  hundred  members  under 
command  of  the  senior  officers,  Cadet-Colonel 
William  Feeman  and  Cadet-Lieutenant  Colonel 
George  Messmer,  marched  down  town  to  pay 
tribute  to  America's  heroes  of  the  World  War. 
On  that  same  day,  the  fifty-six  ex-service  mem- 
bers of  the  faculty  presented  new  national  colors 
to  the  school. 

During  the  fall  semester,  the  cadet  officers  held 
an  outing  at  the  Boy  Scout  Camp  in  honor  of 
their  fathers.  In  observance  of  National  Educa- 
tion Week,  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  took  charge  of  all 
traffic  and  ushering  during  the  school  Open 
House. 

The  unit  took  part  in  many  activities.  At 
the  Freshman  and  Senior  Open  Houses,  members 
of  the  unit  directed  the  visiting  parents  to  the 
various  buildings.  The  Band,  composed  of 
eighty-six  men,  under  the  command  of  Major 
Frederic  Barker,  who  had  been  made  an  officer 
on  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  Corps  Staff,  and  Cadet  Cap- 
tain Edward  Schock,  marched  in  the  parade  an- 
nouncing the  official  opening  of  the  baseball  sea- 
son. On  May  fourth,  the  cadet  officers  took  a 
test  to  determine  the  winner  of  the  saber,  given 
annually  by  the  commanding  officer. 

With  the  largest,  enrollment  in  years,  a  total 
of  690  cadets,  the  R.  ().  T.  C.  began  its  spring 
drill    to    prepare    for    the    Thirteenth    Annua 


Spring    Inspection,    to    be    held    May    eleventh. 

A  clear  May  day,  with  the  sun  shining 
brightly,  was  the  day  of  days  for  the  Tech 
R.  O.  T.  C.  unit.  Thousands  of  enthusiastic 
spectators  crowded  the  grandstand.  Strains  of 
martial  music  announced  the  appearance  of  the 
unit  on  the  Athletic  Field. 

The  reviewing  officers,  Majors  J.  H.  Davidson 
and  J.  V.  Stark  of  the  84th  Division,  marched 
down  the  ranks,  inspecting  men  and  equipment. 
Thousands  cheered  as  the  unit  passed  the  review- 
ing stand,  every  eye  to  the  right,  every  man  in 
line,  every  guidon  lowered,  every  officer  saluting. 

The  review  was  taken  by  the  visiting  officers 
and  commanded  by  Cadet-Colonel  William  Fee- 
man  and  Cadet-Lieutenant  Colonel  George  Mess- 
mer. The  two  cadet  majors  of  the  first  and 
second  battalions,  respectively,  were  William 
Kendrick  and  Robert  White.  In  the  course  of 
the  afternoon,  companies,  platoons,  and  squads 
performed  in  close  order  drill,  while  one  company 
actually  employed  combat  principles  to  give  the 
reviewing  officers  proof  of  Tech's  military 
ability. 

Almost  seven  hundred  rifles  touched  the 
ground  in  unison  in  the  manual  of  arms,  and 
seven  hundred  rifles  were  raised  and  lowered  in 
accord  as  the  rifle  exercises  were  ffiven.  Un- 
forgettable  was  the  sight  as  both  battalions  pre- 
sented arms  to  the  grandstand  crowds  ;  and  when, 
finally,  under  the  strains  of  stirring  music,  the 
unit  left  the  field,  every  visitor  and  spectator 
knew  that  the  unit  had  given  a  splendid  per- 
formance ;  an  exceptional  display  of  military 
ability.  

1     R.  O.  T.  C.  Commissioned  Officers 
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First  row,  left  to  right:  Emmett  McCleery,  guard;  Dale  Hutt,  forward;  Otlia  Dobbs,  guard;  Jack 
Woerner,  guard;  Gervais  Pais,  forward;  Ben   Weaver,  guard. 

Second  row,  left  to  right:  Coach  Thomas  Campbell;  Harwood  Hair,  forward;  John  Townsend, 
center;  Athletic  Director  Fred  Gorman;  Christo  Mocas,  center;  Andy  Pagacli,  guard;  Assistant  Poach 
Reuben  Behlmer. 


The  Basketball  Squad 


After  Hie  final  game  of  the  State  High  School 
Basketball  Tournament,  March  seventeenth,  the 
basketball  squad  concluded  what  was  probably 
the  most  successful  season  in  the  Tech  records. 

Only  the  highest  praise  is  due  Coach  "Tim" 
Campbell  and  his  players  who  were  not  only  out- 
standing basketball  players,  but  who  had  main- 
tained exceptional  scholastic  records. 

The  Green  and  White  five  started  out  the  sea- 
son with  victories  over  Frankfort,  Richmond,  and 
Muncie.  In  their  next  game  with  Logansport, 
they  played  without  the  services  of  John  Town- 
send  and  were  handed  their  first  defeat  of  the 
season.  The  Techmen  then  piled  up  a  string  of 
eleven  victories  before  losing  to  Newcastle.  Tech 
retained  the  City  Championship  by  means  of 
wins  over  Washington,  Manual,  and  Shortridge. 
Logansport  and  Newcastle,  incidentally,  were 
the  only  teams  this  year  who  won  from  the  Green 
and  White  squad  which  boasts  a  record  of 
twenty-six  victories  and  three  defeats.  Tech 
then  acted  as  host  team  for  the  Indianapolis 
Sectionals  after  finishing  out  the  season  with 
wins  over  Connersville,  Shelbyville,  and  Kokomo. 

In  the  Sectional,  Tech  won  over  Washington, 
Warren  Central,  Shortridge,  and  Southport. 

At  Anderson  in  the  Regionals,  Townsend 
scored  fifteen  points  in  the  opening  game  to  edge 
out  Plainfield.  In  the  final  battle,  Dale  Hutt 
scored  ten  points  as  Tech  downed  the  host  team. 

In  the  State  Finals  at  the  Butler  Fieldhouse, 


the  Techmen  overcame  Batesville,  Hammond, 
and  .Teffersonville,  but  bowed  to  Logansport  in 
the  final  round. 

The  season's  scores  of  the  basketball  team  are 
as  follows:  Tech  26,  Frankfort  21  ;  Tech  29, 
Muncie  27;  Tech  22,  Richmond  17:  Tech  16, 
Logansport    31;   Tech   26,   Columbus   20;   Tech 

30,  Rushville  29;  Tech  28,  Shortridge  213;  Tech 
■13,  Greenfield  14;  Tech  24,  Jefferson  17;  Tech 
45,  Lebanon  22;  Tech  18,  Franklin  15;  Tech 
34,  Cathedral  17;  Tech  20,  Newcastle  28;  Tech 

31,  Connersville  26;  Tech  23,  Shelbyville  17; 
Tech  24,  Kokomo  17.  City  Tournament  scores: 
Tech  34,  Washington  20  ;  Tech  30,  Manual  21  ; 
Tech  18,  Shortridge  15.  Sectional  scores:  Tech 
31,  Washington  15;  Tech  34,  Warren  Central 
20;  Tech  23,  Shortridge  16;  Tech  30,  South- 
port  17.  Regional  scores:  Tech  19,  Plainfield 
18;  Tech  20,  Anderson  13.  State  final  scores: 
Tech  24,  Batesville  19;  Tech  30,  Hammond  20; 
Tech  34,  JefFersonville  25 ;  Tech  19,  Logans- 
port 26. 

The  Reserve  Squad 

Tech's  reserve  basketball  squad,  under  the  able 
tutelage  of  Coach  Reuben  Behlmer,  closed  a  suc- 
cessful season,  winning  seven  of  their  regular 
scheduled  games  and  copping  the  annual  City 
Series  by  defeating  Washington  and  Manual. 

Members  of  the  team  were:  James  Barnhart, 
Donald  Behrman,  Furman  Danner,  Harry  Dible, 
Ralph  Frederick,  Don  [Continued  on  page  53] 
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Front  row,  left  to  right:  Gervais  Fais,  Albert  Smith,  Andy  Pagach,  John  Townsend,  John  Thoeny, 
John  Andres,  Hugh  Weaver,  Francis  Wright,  Hartvvell  Kayler,  Leonard  Brown,  Francis  Doan,  Rolla 
Burghard,  George  Miller,  Harold  Haslet. 

Second  row,  left  to  right:  Mr.  li.  D.  Behlmer,  coach;  Lewis  Bose,  Sanford  Bennett,  Lawrence 
Sweeney,  Don  Staley,  Mr.  F.  R.  Gorman,  athletic  director;  Gilbert  Coovert,  Virgil  Heistand,  William 
MeArthur,  Robert  Lingenfelter,  Mr.   Paul  Myers,  coach. 


The  Track  Team 


In  their  opening  meet  of  the  year,  the  State 
Indoor,  held  on  March  thirty-first  in  the  Butler 
Fieldhouse,  the  Tech  tracksters  placed  third. 
Horace  Mann  won  with  38  points  while  Kokomo 
nosed  out  Tech  for  second,  301/)  to  30.  John 
Thoeny  ran  the  third  fastest  indoor  mile  ever 
run  by  an  Indiana  high  school  hoy,  4:41; 
shortly  after  which  George  Miller  sprint-strided 
his  440-yard  race  in  55.2,  the  second  fastest 
time  of  the  six  races.  In  the  880-yard  race  Al 
Smith  lost  a  close  race  to  the  State  Outdoor 
record  holder,  Trutt  of  Hammond. 

On  Friday,  April  sixth,  the  Tech  squad  went 
to  Warren  Central  and  won  easily,  71)  to  38, 
scoring  slams  in  the  440  and  the  shot-put. 

Friday,  the  thirteenth,  came — and  so  did 
Kokomo.  The  Wildcats  dropped  the  Green  and 
White  on  its  own  grounds  by  a  70-to-47  score. 
The  features  of  the  meet  were  Miller  of  Tech's 
53.1  quarter-mile  victory  ;  Lewis  Bose's  brilliant 
first  in  the  880;  and  Thoeny's  defeat  in  the  mile 
by  John  Fryxell  of  Kokomo. 

In  amassing  a  total  55  6/7  points  in  the  tri- 
angular meet  with  Wiley  and  Gcrstmeycr  at 
Terre  Haute,  April  twentieth,  Tech  won  seven 
and  tied  for  two  firsts  of  the  thirteen  events. 

The  first  annual  City  High  School  Track 
Meet  was  won  by  Tech  on  Friday,  April  twenty- 
Seventh,  when  the  Green  and  White  tallied  82 
points.      The   outstanding   events    were    Miller's 


53.2  quarter;  the  880  which  Bose  won  over 
Tech's  Al  Smith  and  Fraser  of  Shortridge  in 
a  blanket  finish;  and  Thoeny's  4:39.1  mile. 

The  following  day  the  squad  traveled  to 
Kokomo  to  compete  in  the  Kokomo  Relays. 
Tech,  with  19  1/3  points,  placed  third,  Kokomo 
easily  winning  with  41,  and  Horace  Mann  plac- 
ing second  with  20.  Townsend  won  the  shot- 
put  with  a  heave  of  46:11%.  Three  records 
fell  and  one  was  equalled. 

Kokomo's  Wildcats  showed  they  were  on  their 
way  to  the  State  Championship  and  would  not 
he  denied  by  walking  off  with  the  North  Cen- 
tral Conference  title  with  75'^  points,  Satur- 
day, May  fifth,  on  the  Tech  track.  Tech  placed 
in  ten  of  the  thirteen  events  to  take  an  easy  sec- 
ond by  scoring  371/{>  points.  Three  records  were 
broken.  One  record,  Tech's  mile-relay  quartet 
in  taking  second,  unofficially  bettered  the  Tech 
mile-relay  record.  Lewis  Bose  lost  by  an  inch 
in  the  half  to  Hankins  in  the  time  of  2:01.6. 

Tech  won  the  Sectional  with  48  points,  and 
placed  third  in  the  State  with  23  points. 

Recreational  Activities 

Ping-pong  tables,  horse-shoe  pitching  facili- 
ties, shuffle-board,  additional  tennis  courts,  and 
a  new  outdoor  cement  court  are  the  latest  im- 
provements made  by  Tech's  Athletic  department. 

Ping-pong,  horse-    [Continued  mi   page  53] 
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First  row,  left  to  right:  Robert  Morgan,  Robert  Dun- 
can, Ralph  Under,  William  Fulton,  and  Joseph  Hessel- 
grave. 

Second  row,  left  to  right:  James  Keene,  Carl  Shade, 
Mr.  C.  Dagwell,  coach,  Norman  Von  Burg,  Frank  Noffke. 


Left  to  right:     Paul  Gentry,  John  Laffey,  David  Rus- 
sell, Wedmore  Smith,  George  Urquhart,  Chester  Werner. 


The  Tennis  Team 

Tech's  1934  racquet  wielders,  under  the  di- 
rection of  Coach  C.  P.  Dagwell,  had  carried  on 
a  most  successful  season  when  the  magazine  went 
to  press. 

The  team  opened  the  season  with  an  8-to-0 
victory  over  Bloomington,  April  twenty-seventh. 
The  following  week  Jefferson  of  Lafayette 
bowed  by  the  count  of  7  to  0.  Tech's  4-to-2  win 
over  Shortridge,  May  ninth,  was  the  first  since 
1931.  Tech  won  the  singles  and  doubles  in  the 
North  Central  Conference,  May  fifth.  Morgan 
defeated  Meeker  of  Anderson,  6-3,  6-2,  and 
Jennings  of  Newcastle,  6-0,  6-0.  Noffke  and 
Duncan  defeated  Horstman  and  Smith  of 
Logansport,  6-2,  7-5. 

Robert  Morgan,  James  Keene,  Frank  Noffke, 
Robert  Duncan,  Joe  Hesselgrave,  Norman  Von- 
burg,  Carl  Shade,  Ralph  Linder,  William  Ful- 
ton, and  Ted  Lehmann  compose  the  team. 

Boys'  Physical  Education 

The  boys'  physical  education  classes  serve  two 
major  purposes:  first,  the  games  and  other  ac- 
tivities develop  the  boys  physically,  at  the  same 
time  providing  them  with  good  clean  sport ;  sec- 
ond, these  classes  bring  to  the  attention  of  the 
various  coaches  boys  with  athletic  ability. 

While  they  play  indoors,  boys  compete  in 
basketball,  soccer,  volleyball,  chinning  the  bar, 
high  jumping,  and  baskets  per  minute.  When 
the  weather  permits,  the  classes  go  outdoors  and 
play  baseball  and  tennis,  and  practice  many 
track  and  field  events. 

In  each  event  the  boys  are  awarded  points  ac- 
cording to  their  time,  height,  or  distance,  as  the 
case  may  be.  Points  are  also  given  for  citizen- 
ship which  is  chiefly  group  cooperation,  and  for 
health  habits.  The  pupils'  grades  at  the  end  of 
each  grade  period  are  determined  by  the  number 
of  points,  a  certain  number  being  required  for 
A-}-,  A,  B,  and  C.      [Continued  on  page  55] 


The  Golf  Team 

Four  victories  out  of  five  starts  was  the  envi- 
able record  which  the  Tech  linksmen  had  made 
when  the  Cannon  went  to  press. 

The  Tech  golfers  suffered  their  first  defeat 
when  they  lost  to  Columbus,  12  to  0,  in  their 
opening  game  at  Columbus,  April  eighteenth. 
They  then  triumphed  over  Batesville,  6I/0  to 
5l/>;  downed  Jefferson  of  Lafayette,  6Vi>  to 
5Y-2 ;  defeated  Bloomington,  10  to  2 ;  and 
swamped  Batesville  in  a  return   game,   101/)  to 

U/o. 

Paul  Gentry,  veteran  Tech  golfer,  set  a  new 
course  record  with  a  72  over  the  par  70  at  Hill- 
crest,  Friday,  May  fourth. 

Paul  Gentry,  Wedmore  Smith,  Chester 
Werner,  David  Russell,  John  Laffey,  and 
George  Urquhart  compose  the  team. 

Girls'  Physical  Education 

Girls  enrolled  in  the  physical  education  classes 
receive  an  all-round,  well  balanced  athletic  pro- 
gram. This  includes  an  annual  basketball 
tournament,  a  semi-annual  volleyball  and  base- 
ball tourney,  and  every  spring  and  fall  a  tennis 
tourney.  These  contests  are  also  open  to  girls 
not  in  physical  training. 

Each  spring  the  classes  have  a  track  meet  in 
which  the  contestants  compete  in  hop-step-jump, 
high  jump,  relays,  fifty-yard  dash,  soccer  kick, 
baseball  throw,  broad  jump,  and  basketball 
throw.  Ribbons  are  given  to  the  three  best  in 
each  event  in  addition  to  100  points  for  first 
place,  75  points  for  second,  and  35  for  third 
place.  Points  are  awarded  for  each  athletic  con- 
test held  in  physical  education  classes.  They 
can  also  be  earned  outside  of  school  for  swim- 
ming, hiking,  bicycling,  and  other  outdoor  ac- 
tivities. A  total  of  350  points  brings  the  first 
award,  a  bronze  A.T.S.  pin;  700  points  earns 
the  second  award,  a  silver  T-E-C-H  pin ;  and 
1,000  points  brings  the  owner  a  gold  bar  pin, 
the  third  and  highest  award  made. 
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The  Pyramid  Sleeps 


It  was  in  the  month  of  May,  after  dusk,  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Ghizeh ;  to  he  exact,  at 
Cheops'  pyramid.  Larry  Bowers  lay  on  his 
blanket  outside  his  tent  watching  the  winking 
stars.  He  was  with  his  father,  who  was  an 
archaeologist,  seeking  for  new  galleries  and 
vaults  in  the  ancient  pyramid.  His  father's  camp 
was  on  the  west  side  of  the  pyramid,  now  shaded 
from  the  light  of  the  moon  by  the  great  tomb. 

Larry  stretched  his  tanned  arms  and  yawned. 
Suddenly  he  realized  he  had  been  dozing,  for  the 
moon  was  now  lighting  the  camp  with  its  radi- 
ance. He  gazed  with  rapture  at  its  beauty. 
An  Egyptian  moon  is  a  lustrous  pearl  set  on  a 
blue  velvet  swatch,  sprinkled  with  chipped  dia- 
monds. He  was  enjoying  its  splendor  when  a  snap 
of  a  tent  flap  startled  him.  Turning  a  little,  he 
was  astonished  to  see  the  girlish  figure  of  the  in- 
terpreter, Zelia,  emerge  from  the  darkness  of  her 
tent  and  slip  lightly  and  silently  toward  the 
northwest  corner  of  the  pyramid.  He  watched 
her  evade  the  guard  and  go  behind  him  across  the 
avenue  of  tents.  As  he  saw  her  robe  swirl  around 
the  corner  of  the  tomb,  he  leaped  to  his  feet  and 
ran  to  his  tent.  Having  slipped  on  his  creepers, 
he  seized  his  electric  torch  and  cautiously  fol- 
lowed her.  Larry  was  in  love  with  this  dark-eyed 
girl,  although  he  had  no  time  for  wooing. 

When  he  turned  the  corner,  he  espied  her  half- 
way to  the  entrance.  Larry  started  to  call  out,  but 
some  premonition  warned  him  that  silence  would 
be  best.  So  he  took  the  role  of  a  silent  guard  and 
spy,  partly  because  he  thought  her  to  be  in  dan- 
ger and  partly  out  of  curiosity.  Not  once  did  she 
look  back  nor  hesitate.  Larry  gained  on  her,  but 
remained  a  short  distance  behind.  When  Zelia 
reached  the  entrance  of  the  tomb,  she  switched  on 
a  small  light  that  she  carried  and  stepped  into  the 
inky  darkness.  A  few  seconds  later  Larry  fol- 
lowed her,  but  without  the  aid  of  his  lamp. 

Zelia's  light  ahead  of  him  acted  as  a  guide ; 
besides,  he  had  often  used  the  passageway.  The 
corridor  leading  to  the  central  vault  is  short  and 
straight.  When  the  light  turned,  he  knew  Zelia 
had  reached  the  chamber.  As  Larry  got  to  the 
vault  and  its  mystic  atmosphere,  he  could  see  the 
beam  of  her  light  cutting  the  musty  air  like  a 
silver  knife.  Zelia  walked  to  the  west  wall  and 
set  her  lamp  upon  the  floor.  Its  light  cut  an 
arc  on  the  limestone  wall,  illuminating  several  of 
the  huge  stones  and  a  small  figure.  On  the  wall 
was  a  cat's  head  carved  in  stone,  a  sacred  symbol 
to  the  Egyptians.  Zelia  grabbed  the  cat's  head 
in  both  hands  and  wrenched  it  to  the  right ; 
then  she  stepped  back  to  her  light  and  picked 
it  up.  A  low  grating  rumble  issued  from  no- 
where. It  was  like  great  stones  scraping  to- 
gether with  a  tight  friction.  As  Larry  gazed 
at  the  circle  of  light,  a  crevice  between  two  stones 
widened.      Slowly,  inch  by  inch,  a  stone  swung 


out  leaving  a  large  opening  of  blackness  in  the 
lighted  area.  Larry  stood  dumbfounded  at 
what  he  saw.  He  was  looking  at  something  for 
which  the  scientific  world  had  searched  for  many 
centuries,  a  secret  entrance  to  unknown  treasures 
in  the  field  of  archaeology.  Zelia  walked  into 
the  opening  with  an  air  of  assurance. 

Larry,  fearing  that  the  entrance  would  close, 
hastened  to  follow.  No  sooner  had  he  proceeded 
several  feet  from  the  entrance  than  a  rasp  of 
stone  on  stone  told  him  that  he  was  without  a  re- 
treat. Ahead  he  could  see  the  light  of  Zelia's  flash- 
light gleam  on  the  polished  surface  of  the  marble- 
veneered  wall  as  she  sought  her  way  up  the  pass- 
ageway. Larry  groped  his  way  along  as  rapidly 
as  his  caution  would  allow  him.  As  the  corridor 
continued  to  curve  in  a  spiral,  realization  dawned 
upon  him  that  it  was  not  unlike  a  circular  stair- 
case. As  he  went  forward  and  upward,  he  searched 
every  nook  and  corner  of  his  mind  trying  to  re- 
call anything  to  enlighten  him  concerning  Zelia's 
connection  with  the  mysterious  passage. 

Suddenly  the  hall  straightened  out  and  ex- 
panded into  a  vast  room.  Larry  stopped  out  of 
range  of  Zelia's  electric  torch  to  watch  her  ac- 
tions. She  shot  the  rays  of  her  light  here  and 
there  until  she  found  a  large  metal  urn  upon  a 
pedestal  of  marble.  Upon  reaching  the  urn  she 
bent  to  the  floor  and  opened  a  clay-sealed  vase, 
then  poured  its  contents  into  a  brazier.  This 
she  lit  with  a  match  which  she  took  from  her 
robe.  A  small  glow  responded,  then  an  orange 
flame  flickered  feebly.  As  the  temperature  of 
the  fuel  rose,  the  flame  changed  to  blue,  then  to 
green,  while  the  outer  edge  was  fringed  in  red 
and  yellow.  Higher  and  higher  the  licking 
tongue  of  flame  leaped,  until  Larry  could  see 
that  the  ceiling  of  the  room  rounded  into  a  dome. 

He  glanced  here  and  there  at  the  different  ob- 
jects.  The  marble-veneering  had  in  some  places 
fallen  to  the  floor.  The  dancing  light  played 
grotesque  shadows  on  the  walls  over  mummy- 
cases  and  small  groups  of  statuary.  Near  the 
brazier  lay  several  sarcophaguses.  "Probably 
Cheops'  nearest  kin,"  thought  Larry.  The  mas- 
sive lids  of  these  were  covered  with  heavy  layers 
of  dust  accumulated  during  many  hundreds  of 
years.  Upon  his  left  he  could  see  a  sculptured 
cat's  head  in  bas-relief  on  the  black  marble  wall. 
Beside  it  was  an  altar,  toward  which  Zelia  ap- 
proached. In  her  hands  she  carried  glistening 
ornaments.  She  knelt  before  the  altar  and 
looked  up  at  the  goddess,  probably  the  goddess 
of  wisdom.  Mumbling  words,  Zelia  threw  back 
her  mantle  from  her  shoulders  with  a  single  ges- 
ture and  adorned  herself  with  a  jeweled  brassiere 
and  girdle.  Larry  gasped !  Those  jewels  were 
equal  to  those  of  the  "Peacock  Throne." 

Then  she  walked  to  the  sacred  cat's  head  be- 
side the  altar.     Standing  on  her  toes,  she  seized 
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an  ear  in  eacli  hand  and  gave  the  head  a  slow 
turn.  A  low  rumble,  a  screech  of  grating  stones, 
and  a  "thud"  that  vibrated  the  floor,  held  Larry 
awe-stricken.  A  dislodged  slab  of  stone  fell 
near  him,  making  a  resounding  smack.  Then 
Zelia  turned  and  espied  him. 

"Mycerinus  !  Mycerinus  !"  she  cried,  drawing- 
back  against  the  wall.  Then  putting  her  hands 
to  her  head,  she  fainted.  Larry,  fearing  that 
a  stone  might  fall  on  her  defenseless  body,  rushed 
across  the  room.  Picking  her  up  he  started  for 
the  passage.  On  her  forehead  he  noticed  small 
beads  of  perspiration  collecting,  each  one  reflect- 
ing a  tiny  dancing  light  cast  by  the  quivering 
flame  in  the  brazier.  With  his  electric  torch 
hooked  in  his  belt,  the  girl  in  his  arms,  and  fear 
in  his  soul,  he  trudged  down  the  passage.  As  he 
proceeded  he  learned  that  it  no  longer  turned  and 
twisted,  but  led  to  the  top  of  a  stone  staircase. 

Then  he  realized  that  the  rumbling  that 
seemed  to  come  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth  was 
the  shifting  of  weights.  Larry  recalled  a  passage 
from  a  book  he  had  once  read,  "The  Egyptians 
are  unsurpassed  in  their  mysterious  balancing  of 
tumblers."  He  thought  of  resting  on  the  top 
step,  but  a  lighted  oblong  area  below  attracted 
him.  He  started  down  and,  as  he  reached  the 
last  few  steps,  he  walked  into  the  lights  of  sev- 
eral lanterns  held  by  open-mouthed  scientists.  It 
was  a  secret  entrance  from  which  he  stepped. 
As  he  stood  there  holding  the  unconscious  girl, 
two  rows  of  lights  in  the  background  revealed  to 
him  that  he  was  on  the  west  side  of  the  pyramid. 

Larry's  father  eagerly  darted  into  the  en- 
trance. 

"Father !  Wait !"  cried  Larry.   "Things  aren't 


settled  in  there."  Larry's  father,  realizing  this, 
came  slowly  out  again.  Then  together  they 
carried  Zelia  to  the  hospital  tent.  There  the 
camp's  nurse  worked  to  revive  the  girl.  Larry 
excitedly  related  his  adventure  to  his  father. 

"You  say  she  called  'Mycerinus,'  twice?" 
asked  his  father. 

"Yes,  and  then  fainted ;  but  what  happened 
here?" 

"All  at  once,"  replied  his  father,  "we  were 
awakened  by  a  rumble  loud  enough  to  move  the 
dead ;  then  the  native  guard  brought  word  of 
the  opening.  We  were  just  investigating  it 
when  you  came  out."  Larry's  father  looked  at 
the  unconscious  girl  on  the  cot  and  then  at  the 
nurse.  "Larry,  she  has  turned  back  the  clock 
of  time  five  thousand  years  in  sixty  minutes." 

"She's  coming  to,"  said  the  nurse.  Zelia  slow- 
ly opened  her  eyes  and  stared  into  the  distance. 

"Mycerinus,"  she  murmured  slowly. 

"Zelia  !"  cried  Larry.  Zelia  turned  and  stared 
past  father  and  son  with  a  blank  expression  on 
her  countenance.  When  her  eyes  focused  on  the 
two  in  the  opening  of  the  tent,  a  look  of  recogni- 
tion swept  over  her  face. 

"Where — what  am  I  doing  here?"  she  man- 
aged to  say.  "Oh !"  she  put  her  hands  to  her 
head,  "that  horrible  dream !"  Then  she  tried  to 
rise,  but  sank  back  in  exhaustion. 

"Larry,"  said  his  father,  "you  are  the  only 
living  man  to  have  seen  the  magic  of  Egypt 
reveal  a  secret  to  the  world  by  the  reincarnation 
of  an  Egyptian  Princess." 

"Then,  if  you  will  excuse  me,  Dad,  I  am  going 
to  kiss  an  Egyptian  Princess." 

— MELVIN    SHEPHERD,    ENGLISH    VIIIC. 


The  Old  'Cello 


The  most,  lasting  remembrance  of  my  child- 
hood is  that  of  the  old  'cello  which  stood — as  it 
does  today — in  the  corner  not  far  from  the  old 
piano.  The  room  and  its  objects  have  changed 
over  and  over  again,  and  only  the  'cello  remains 
the  same.  Its  reddish  brown  varnish  perhaps 
sustains  more  scratches ;  its  tone  is  perhaps  more 
mellow ;  but  the  dear  old  curve  of  its  head,  the 
ornate  carving  on  the  front,  the  slippery  pegs 
with  the  ivory  insets  are  yet  parts  of  the  iden- 
tical instrument  for  which  Dad  drove  a  bargain 
with  a  worn-out  bicycle. 

How  I  used  to  want,  to  play  that  instrument 
when  I  couldn't  even  balance  the  large  bow  in 
two  hands,  much  less  lift  it  to  its  correct  posi- 
tion above  the  bridge.  How  I  loved  to  run  my 
tiny  forefinger  up  and  down  the  big  bass  string 
while  Dad  obligingly  pulled  the  bow  back  and 
forth  so  I  might  hear  the  harmonics !  As  the 
mysteries  of  music  gradually  made  themselves 
known  to  me,  how  I  loved  to  spend  an  evening 
with  Dad,  playing  the  simple  harmonies  of 
"Auld  Lang   Syne"   or  "Massa's   in   the   Cold, 


Cold  Ground"  on  the  piano  while  he  sawed  away 
at  the  variations ! 

The  smooth,  mournful  tone  of  its  strings  often 
accompanied  my  reading  on  cold  winter  nights. 
From  "Alice  in  Wonderland,"  on,  almost,  every 
book  I  especially  liked  had  some  connection  with 
the  old  'cello.  Only  last  year  its  mystic,  piercing 
quality  brought  me  through  "The  Garden  of 
Allah,"  making  the  dry  sand,  the  blazing  sun, 
the  dirty  city,  and  the  green  coolness  of  the 
garden  seem  very  real.  When  deep  in  "Anthony 
Adverse,"  I  found  the  book  much  more  interest- 
ing when  Dad  and  the  'cello  were  enjoying  the 
evening  together. 

These  "evenings  together,"  however,  are  be- 
coming less  frequent.  Fingers  once  accustomed 
to  sliding  over  the  big  strings,  now  stiffened  by 
long  days  of  being  twisted  about  the  barrel  of  a 
fountain-pen,  have  little  patience  for  the  in- 
tricate fingering ;  and  eyes,  wearied  of  constant 
work  with  long  columns  of  figures,  have  little 
courage  for  the  small,  black  notes.  Yet  the  lure 
of  the  old  'cello  is  still  very  strong ;  and,  once 
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in  a  long  while,  its  cover  of  dust  is  wiped  off.  so,  it  is  gently  replaced  in  the  corner  not  far 
Then,  after  its  sad,  throbbing  tone  has  echoed  from  the  piano,  to  collect  another  protecting 
and  re-echoed  through  the  house  for  an  hour  or      cover  of  dust,     —helen  WEBSTER,  English  viic. 


Mental  Maelstrom 


The  whole  affair  is  as  inexplicable  to  me  now 
as  it  was  when  it  happened.  Up  until  the  time 
of  the  occurrence,  I  was  a  voracious  consumer  of 
the  better  class  of  supernatural  mystery  stories. 
I  had  just  purchased  a  new  volume  of  them  by 
Edward  Lucas  White,  entitled  "Lukundoo" ! 
There  was  nothing  so  excitingly  unusual  about 
these  stories :  they  were  all  good.  But  the  paper 
cover  around  that  book  was  one  of  the  most 
disconcerting  things  I  have  ever  seen.  It  had  a 
perfectly  black  background  and  in  front  of  this 
somber  darkness  was  printed  an  indescribably 
ugly  face  of  an  old  hag.  It  is  impossible  for 
me  to  convey  to  you  the  horrible  fascination  that 
face  had  for  me.  The  coloring  in  it  was  es- 
sentially realistic,  but  the  overshadowing  of 
subtle  greens  and  oranges  made  that  awful  por- 
trait so  absolutely  terrifying  that  it  was  over- 
powering to  a  sensitive  imagination.  I  would 
sit  for  long  periods  gazing  at  those  straggling- 
gray  locks  ;  those  malevolent  staring  eyes  that 
seemed  to  take  malicious  delight  boring  into  my 
soul  and  gleaming  evilly  and  cruelly  at  what 
they  found  there.  That  long  horrible  nose !  I 
hated  it.  And  the  mouth,  thin  lipped  and  blood- 
less, that  grinned  and  smirked  at  me !  I  loathed 
even  to  think  of  it.  And  yet,  that  picture- 
much  as  I  despised  it — had  such  a  hold  over  me 
that  I  could  not  resist  its  terrifying  charm. 
During  the  times  when  I  was  held  under  its 
spell,  my  brain  was  in  a  state  of  mental  chaos ; 
and  my  wild  nights  of  imagination  cannot 
possibly  be  described.  One  night,  after  gazing 
for  some  time  at  that  horrifying  picture,  I 
could  stand  it  no  longer.  I  threw  the  book  down 
on  my  desk  and  decided  to  retire ;  but  I  could 
not  forget  the  face.  It  danced  before  my  brain, 
tantalizing  me  to  the  point  of  desperation  until 
I  finally  dropped  into  bed  in  a  complete  state  of 
nervous  and  mental  exhaustion.  Even  then  I 
tossed  about  and  could  not  sleep,  and,  try  as 
I  might,  it  was  impossible  to  escape  that  visage. 
About  an  hour  and  a  half  later,  however,  I  suc- 
cumbed to  a  fitful  kind  of  slumber. 

Even  now,  as  I  write  this,  I  cringe  when  I 
recall  the  horrible  nightmare  I  had  that  night. 
In  my  dream  I  could  see  the  fateful  cover  of 
that  volume  and  its  accompanying  face.  But 
while  I  watched,  fascinated,  the  book  began  to 
melt  away,  leaving  only  that  repugnant  coun- 
tenance staring  at  me.  It  did  not  stare  long, 
however,  for  suddenly  I  observed  the  set  ex- 
pression on  that  fleshly  horror  that  I  knew  so 
well  relax  and  take  on  the  semblance  of  life.     To 


say  I  was  terrified  would  be  putting  it  mildly  ; 
I  was  petrified  with  fright.  I  backed  away  from 
the  creature  which  was  slowly  approaching  me, 
and  which  in  the  few  previous  moments  had 
gained  complete  life  plus  a  body  which  was  fully 
as  horrible  as  its  face.  I  may  state  that  I  am 
not.  an  easily  frightened  man,  but  that  dream 
seemed  so  real  that  the  sensations  I  experienced 
never  have  left  me,  and  I  can  recall  them  exactly 
as  they  affected  me  during  the  nightmare. 

I  kept  retreating  further  and  further  away 
from  the  ghastly  creature  bearing  down  on  me 
until  the  wall  of  my  room  ended  my  frenzied 
flight.  I  could  see  the  mad  lust  of  death  in  its 
crazy  compelling  eyes,  but  yet  I  felt  powerless  to 
prevent  the  fate  that  I  was  sure  was  approaching. 
Just  as  I  felt  the  cold  bony  hands  around  my 
neck,  that  great  surge  of  life  and  strength  which 
conies  only  to  those  face  to  face  with  unwilling 
extinction  permeated  my  whole  being. 

The  ensuing  battle  between  that  unbelievably 
foul  and  evil  spirit  and  myself  is  only  a  hazy 
and  indistinct  memory  to  me.  Of  all  my  dream, 
that  is  the  only  part  which  I  cannot  vividly  re- 
call. It  remains  in  my  mind  only  as  an  in- 
terminably long  period  through  which  I  emerged 
victor.  The  next  thing  that  I  distinctly  remem- 
ber is  standing  over  its  dead  body  and  gazing 
at  that  everlasting  face,  horrible  beyond  words 
even  though  stilled  forever. 

Then  I  awoke  and  with  a  nervous  shiver  dis- 
covered that  the  gray  light  of  dawn  was  just 
beginning  to  filter  through  my  window.  In- 
stinctively I  looked  toward  the  floor  where  last 
I  had  seen  her  in  my  dream  .  .  .  and  jerking 
to  an  upright  position,  I  stared,  horror-struck, 
scarcely  crediting  my  eyesight,  for  there  on  the 
floor  in  the  exact  spot  where  she  had  fallen  was 
a  small  pile  of  faded,  ragged  clothes,  such  as 
she  would  have  worn.  I  bounded  out  of  bed,  my 
thoughts  racing  dizzily  through  my  brain,  my 
mind  a  maelstrom  of  confusion.  The  situation 
staggered  me ;  but  suddenly  I  remembered — the 
book ! !  I  had  forgotten  it  for  a  moment.  I 
rushed  over  to  my  desk,  took  one  look,  and  felt 
all  my  sanity  vanishing.  The  whole  affair  was 
appalling  in  its  immensity.  The  paper  cover 
around  that  book  was  perfectly  black.  The  title, 
the  author,  all  were  there.  But  the  face  .  .  . 
the  face  had  vanished  completely  .  .  .  hor- 
ribly .   .   .  inexplicably  ! ! ! 

—JAMES    D.   WESTOVER,    ENGLISH    VIIIC. 
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AdolplVs  Dream 


Old  Adolph  Steller  and  his  wife  lived  in  a  small 
town  in  Bavaria,  Germany,  about  fifty  miles  from 
the  river  Rhine.  Their  cottage,  a  combination  of 
home  and  workshop,  was  built  of  stone  with  a 
heavy  slate  roof  which  was  sharply  slanted  in  or- 
der to  keep  off  the  snow  in  winter.  It  was  not  a 
fine  house,  only  a  one-story,  one-room  building, 
the  kind  that  was  inhabited  by  the  poor  peasants 
of  their  time.    Back  of  the  cottage  was  an  old 


should  have  listened  to  his  wife  and  neighbors. 

Another  traveler  was  crossing:  the  bridge  and, 
as  was  the  custom,  they  greeted  each  other  and 
began  talking. 

"Good  morning,  countryman.  Where  are  you 
going  this  fine  morning?"  questioned  the 
stranger. 

'T  am  searching  for  my  fortune  which  I 
dreamed  I  shall  find  here,  but  I  am  beginning 


gnarled  cherry  tree  which  had  been  planted  there      to  believe  that  I  was  very  foolish  to  come." 


by  Adolph's  grandfather.  The  tree  was  too  old  to 
bear  much  fruit ;  but,  because  of  its  age  and  the 
pleasant  shade  afforded  by  it,  Adolph  refused  to 
have  it  uprooted.  In  the  shade  of  this  tree  Adolph 
smoked  his  pipe  and  dreamed  man}'  dreams. 

One  day,  when  sitting  under  the  tree  asleep, 
lie  dreamed  that  if  he  went  to  the  river  Rhine 
he  would  find  his  fortune.  This  dream  seemed 
so  real  that  in  great  excitement  he  hurried  to 
his  wife.  "Marie,"  he  shouted,  "I  had  such  a 
wonderful  dream  !  If  I  go  to  the  river  Rhine,  I 
shall  find  my  fortune !  It  was  so  real  that  I 
cannot  get  it  out  of  my  mind." 

Laughing,  his  wife  replied, 
"Oh,  Adolph,  I  never  thought 
that  you  would  believe  in  a 
dream.  You  probably  ate  too 
much  sauerkraut  for  dinner. 
It  will  be  best  if  you  forget 
all  about  this  dream." 

"But,  my  dear,  wouldn't  it 
make  you  happy  if  I  should 
soon  be  able  to  care  for  you 
better  than  I  do  now?" 

This   ended   the  discussion, 
but  Adolph  thought  of  it  constantly.   A  few  days 
later  he  again  dreamed  it ;  and  he  vowed  that  if 
he  dreamed  it  the  third  time,  he  would  go  to  the 
river  to  find  whether  it  would  really  come  true. 

When  he  told  his  neighbors,  they  laughed  and 
wondered  if  he  really  believed  in  this  dream. 
"You  foolish  man,"  exclaimed  Herr  Fritz,  "ex- 
pecting to  find  your  fortune  at  the  river  Rhine  ! 
You  are  getting  old,  and  you  will  have  to  walk 
all  the  way — an  arduous  journey  for  you." 

Adolph  kept  his  own  counsel.  When  about 
a  month  later  he  had  the  same  dream  for  the 
third  time,  he  made  preparations  to  go  to  the 
Rhine.  In  spite  of  the  remonstrances  of  his  wife 
and  friends,  he  fitted  out  his  knapsack  and 
started  on  his  long  trip.  He  walked  all  day  and 
spent  the  nights  in  the  small  villages  along  the 
road.  The  trip  was  long,  and  Adolph  was  Arery 
tired  when  he  reached  the  Rhine  early  on  a  Sun- 
day morning.  The  sun  was  shining  brightly  on 
the  beautiful  water,  and  Adolph  stood  on  the 
bridge  silently  gazing  at  the  glory  of  this  peace- 
ful morning.  He  was  thinking,  now  that  he  was 
here,  where  would  he  find  his  fortune  ?  Perhaps  he 


Rhymes  for  Tea  Time 

I  like  quietness  for  tea. 

Soft  dusk,  and  candles'  flickering  light 

On  silver  and  mahogany, 

Clink  of  cups,  and  the  frail,  bright 

Laughter  of  gracious  company. 


I  like  leisureliness  for  lea, 

Curls  of  steam  from  amber  pools 

In  cups  of  curved  fragility, 

With  threads  of  gold  and  painted  jewel 

A   sunken  treasure  brewed  for  me. 


To  this  the  stranger  replied,  "I,  too,  have  had 
a  dream  of  a  little  stone  cottage  with  a  sloping 
slate  roof.  Back  of  it  stands  an  old  cherry  tree 
at  the  roots  of  which  is  a  pot  of  gold.  But  where 
is  the  cottage?  And  where  is  the  cherry  tree?" 
Adolph  wisely  kept  his  own  counsel ;  and  when 
he  had  bidden  the  stranger  a  kind  farewell,  de- 
parted in  all  haste  for  his  own  home.  The  cottage 
and  the  cherry  tree  which  the  man  had  described 
fitted  the  description  of  his  own  cottage.  He  won- 
dered if  this  could  be  his  good  fortune. 

Because  of  his  haste,  the  return  trip  seemed 
much  longer.  He  became  very 
impatient  to  arrive  home. 
When  he  met  his  wife,  her  first 
words  were  as  to  the  where- 
abouts of  his  fortune. 

Adolph  replied,  "It's  under 
the  cherry  tree,  and  I  am  go- 
ing to  cut  the  tree  down." 
"Oh,  Adolph,  don't   cut  it 


down.    You  know  nothing  is 
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under  it.  You  will  just  take 
away  a  lovely  tree  which  af- 
fords us  much  shade." 
But  again  Adolph  did  as  he  wanted,  and  pro- 
ceeded with  the  sawing.  When  he  removed  the 
roots,  he  found  a  small  earthen  crock  with  a 
heavy  lid  on  it.  He  shouted  with  joy  as  he  re- 
moved it  from  the  pit  and  hurried  into  the  cot- 
tage. He  emptied  it.  A  small  fortune  in  gold 
coins  rolled  out.  His  wife  and  he  almost  wept 
for  joy  when  they  saw  it. 

After  their  first  demonstrations  had  ceased, 
they  began  to  wonder  from  whence  the  money 
came.  Adolph  finally  recalled  that  his  grand- 
father had  lived  in  this  same  cottage  during  the 
French  Revolution  when  the  French  had  invaded 
Germany.  During  the  invasion  the  Germans 
had  been  forced  to  hide  their  money  in  order  to 
save  it  from  confiscation.  In  his  childhood  he 
had  heard  that  his  grandfather  had  hidden  his 
money  and  had  told  no  one  where  its  hiding 
place  was.  Before  the  trouble  was  over,  he  died 
and  his  family  had  never  been  able  to  discover 
where  he  had  put  the  money.  Adolph  firmly  be- 
lieved that  this  was  his  grandfather's  fortune 
and  that  he  was  entitled  to  keep  it. 

They  were  so  happy  [Continued  on  page  53] 
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Two  Miracles 

There  is  no  sign  in  the  garden, 

For  Winter,  the  cold,  grim,  old  warden, 

Has  imprisoned  the  flowers 

All  the  long  winter  hours 
In  the  ground  that  his  icy  blast  hardens. 

And  the  trees  that  in  spring  will  be  leafing 
Now  seem  dead  or  at  least  to  be  sleeping, 

Except  one  by  the  gate 

That  I've  noticed  of  late 
On  whose  limbs  small  white  buds  now  are  peep- 
ing. 

With  a  thought  of  the  urn  in  the  parlor 
And  the  willow  tree's  buds  and  their  ardor, 

I  cut  several  limbs 

And  then  took  them  in 
To  the  house  where  they'd  grow  all  the  harder. 

Then  a  miracle  happened  in  one  night, 

For  those  limbs  with  buds  wrapped  up  so  tight 

Turned  to  big  pussy  willows 

Tike  soft,  downy  pillows, 
And  have  made  the  whole  world  seem  so  brio-ht. 

There's  a  lesson  I  learned  from  this  story, 
Though  'twas  nature  wrought  that  in  her  glory ; 

With  a  will  on  my  part 

And  real  warmth  in  my  heart 
I  can  brighten  each  day  someone's  worry. 

—HARRY   KLIPPEL.   ENGLISH   IVG. 

Before  the  Fire 

A  fireplace  is  a  welcome  thing 
Within  which  burning  logs  do  sing. 
Snug  in  my  easy  chair  I  lie 
And  listen  to  the  great  winds  sigh. 
It  sometimes  sets  me  wondering  who, 
Like  me,  has  dreamed  before  fires  too. 

—PERRY  BARNARD,  ENGLISH  VIIC. 

Memories 

I  shall  always  cherish  thoughts  of  these  beauti- 
ful things : 
Tiny  fairies  with  filmy,  gossamer  wings, 

Days  that  are  gay  and  bright  and  sunny, 
And  the  taste  of  smooth,  golden  honey, 
Sweet,  soothing  rest  at  a  weary  day's  close, 
And  the  soft,  velvety  petals  of  a  red,  red  rose ; 
A  bright  blue  bowl  of  daffodils, 
And  the  sight  of  high  green  hills, 
Diamond  snowdrops  on  a  winter's  night, 
The  sight  of  a  redbird  in  its  quick  flight, 
Dainty  white  curtains  blowing  in  the  breeze, 
Dim  lamplight,  and  bare  gray  trees ; 
A  tiny  sliver  of  pale  moon, 
And  the  lilting  melody  of  a  joyful  tune; 
Merry  laughter,  and  a  little  dog  dear, 
Faithful  friends  who  are  always  near, 
And  my  mother's  face 
With  its  gentle,  lovely  grace. 

—MARTHA    WEDDLE,    ENGLISH    VIIIE. 


The  Beauties  of  Home 

The  roses  are  blooming, 

Their  youth  is  so  gay, 
And  the  lilac's  bright  foliage 

Grows  sweeter  each  day. 

The  redbuds  are  swaying, 

Their  scents  fill  the  air, 
And  the   great  budding  walnuts 

Are  nodding  so  fair. 

The  hillside  is  green 

With  its  gi-asses  of  spring, 

And  down  in  the  meadow 
The  turtle-doves  sine:. 

At  eve  in  the  twilight 

Sweet  music  to  hear, 
From  the  sweet  nightingale 

And  the  merry  killdeer. 

The  willows  are  sighing 

Their  call  far  and  near, 
Waiting  and  watching 

For  me  to  appear. 

And  the  beautiful  maple, 

Oh  !  hear  its  glad  sigh, 
And  again  at  my  homestead 

I  answer,  "It's  I." 

—FLOE    BROWN.    ENGLISH    II. 

Air  Castles 

Don't  you  just  love  to  build  castles  in  the  air? 

Then  you  can  be  in  London,  France,  or  any- 
where. 

You  can  be  a  queen  and  the  belle  of  the  courtly 
ball, 

Or  live  on  a  desert  island  and  hear  the  coyote's 
call. 

You  can  be  a  cowboy  and  ride  so  far  and  wide, 
Or  an  explorer  and  climb  a  mountain  side ; 
Or  a  Mussolini,  and  be  the  people's  pride, 
But  in  the  end,  it's  here  at  home  that  most  of 
us  must  bide. 

—HELEN    CALDWELL,    ENGLISH    IVG. 

Metamorphosis 

Each  night  I  hold  confession  with  my  soul.   .    . 

An  intimate  revealing  of  my  heart 

When   I   may   cease   to   play   my   minor  part 

In  life  and  drop  this   hateful,  threadbare  role. 

The  things  I  think  here  only  may  I  speak 

Without  antagonizing  learned  fools 

With  bare  contempt  of  man's  misused  tools 

And  new-writ  thoughts  disguisedly  antique. 

But  when  the  morning  dawns  I  don  again 

My  bright  hued   garments  of  inanity 

And  robes  of  man  defined  sanity. 

Then  take  my  place  in  daily  life  again.   .   . 

To  labor  with  my  candle  falsely  lit, 

A  smiling,  posing,  sneering  hypocrite. 

—DOROTHY  M.  HOFF,   ENGLISH  VIIIC. 
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My  First  Ride  on  a  Horse 


His  name  was  Sam,  and  a  very  wise  old  fellow 
he  was.  I  always  thought  that  I  could  see  a 
glint  of  humor  in  those  bright  brown  eyes.  After 
my  first  ride  on  him,  I  certainly  believed  that  "A 
horse  is  one  of  the  most  intelligent  of  animals." 

I  distinctly  remember  that  memorable  day  of 
my  first  horseback  ride.  Sam  was  ready  to  take 
his  morning  exercise  when,  with  a  brave  show  of 
courage,  I  approached  him.  Mounting  was  a 
difficult  task  as  Sam  took  a  notion  to  move  every 
time  my  foot  found  the  stirrup ;  but  that  only 
served  to  spur  my  ambition.  After  several  min- 
utes of  strenuous  effort,  I  at  last  succeeded  in 
mounting.  From  my  lofty  perch  I  gazed  around 
in  amazement  and  with  a  sinking  heart  wished 
myself  back  safe  on  the  ground.  There  wasn't 
much  time  for  speculation.  Sam  was  ready  for 
his  morning  exercise,  and  without  any  urging, 
started  at  a  frolicking  gallop.  I  frantically 
grasped  his  neck,  and  then  he  certainly  started 
in  earnest.  We  galloped  at  a  tremendous  pace, 
I  thought ;  but  my  only  interest  was  in  hanging 
on.      Sam,  it  appeared,  had  no  idea  of  how  to 


gallop.  Every  time  he  went  up,  I  went  down ; 
and  we  met  with  a  resounding  thud.  When  Sam 
went  down,  I  was  in  danger  of  making  a  flying 
nose  dive.  But  as  all  things  must  come  to  an 
end,  so  did  my  ride.  Sam  came  to  an  abrupt 
halt ;  and  I,  according  to  all  rules,  should  have 
made  a  spectacular  flying  leap  through  the  air, 
but  I  was  so  wrapped  up  in  stirrups  and  reins 
that  the  usual  embarrassing  spill  did  not  occur. 
I    somehow    untangled    myself   and    slid    to   the 


ground. 


Sam  turned  to  look  at  me.  Was  he  laughing? 
I  could  not  be  sure.  I  felt  only  relief  to  be 
standing  on  my  two  feet  and  trying  my  best  to 
regain  some  of  the  breath  that  had  been  knocked 
out  of  me.  How  docile  Sam  looked  as  he  stood 
there  watching  me !  How  could  I  ever  have 
thought  of  him  as  wild?  Again,  I  looked  closely, 
suspiciously  at  him.  Now  I  was  sure  that  he 
laughed  at  me ;  and  those  intelligent  brown  eyes 
seemed  to  say,  "Even  a  horse  can  play  a  joke." 

— JOHNNA  THIELST,   ENGLISH  VIIC. 


After  the  Party 


The  little  Chinese  incense  burner  slowly 
lowered  his  chin  and  gazed  about  him.  "Ugh  !  I 
knew  that  it  would  be  this  way.  It  always  is 
after  Marcia  has  a  party."  Through  the  cigar- 
ette smoke  that  still  filled  the  room,  he  could  see 
the  chairs  pushed  against  the  walls  and  the  rugs 
lopped  into  a  corner  of  the  room.  On  the  card 
table  that  had  been  shoved  into  another  corner 
were  four  tall,  thin,  water  tumblers,  an  ash  tray, 
and  a  pack  of  cards.  Marcia's  silk  mandarin 
coat  was  flung  over  the  arm  of  the  davenport  that 
almost  touched  the  end  table  on  which  he  sat. 

Noiselessly  the  Chinese  man  placed  his  incense 
pot  on  the  table  and  climbed  from  his  pedestal. 
He  stretched  first  one  leg,  then  the  other.  With 
a  mighty  leap  he  landed  on  the  davenport  be- 
side the  silk  coat.  Playfully,  he  twisted  the  tail 
of  the  largest  gold  embroidered  dragon  as  he 
said,  "Come  on,  dragon,  old  boy ;  they're  all 
asleep  now." 

The  dragon  glided  onto  the  davenport.  "Good 
evening,  Ki  Ang,"  he  said  solemnly,  puffing 
golden  smoke  from  his  embroidered  nostrils ;  and 
lashed  his  tail  three  times.  Immediately  all  the 
little  dragons  on  the  coat  jumped  into  position 
in  front  of  their  leader. 

While  they  were  giving  the  official  salute  of 
the  Royal  Dragonettes,  Ki  Ang  climbed  up  a 
leg  of  the  card  table  and  gently  shook  the  cards 
from  their  box.  The  king  and  queen  emerged 
first  in  all  their  regal  splendor.  The  jack  as- 
sisted the  black  silhouette  girls,  each  with  a  tiny 
parasol  and  a  Scottie  dog,  from  off  the  back  of 


the  cards.  They  looked  so  very  solemn  and  de- 
pressed as  they  shook  out  the  folds  in  their  black 
dresses  that  Ki  Ang  held  a  hurried  consultation 
with  the  chief  dragon.  "What  can  we  do  to 
liven  things  up  a  little  for  them?" 

"I  don't  know,"  big  dragon  puffed  back. 

Ki  Ang  pulled  his  pointed  beard  and  thought. 
Suddenly,  he  jumped  upon  the  dragon's  back 
and  whispered  in  his  ear.  The  dragon  blinked 
his  embroidered  eyes  and  blew  more  golden 
smoke.  With  an  enthusiastic  swish  of  his  tail, 
he  turned  and  spoke  to  the  Dragonettes.  "My 
fellow  dragons,  we  have  work  to  perform  this 
evening.  The  honorable  Ki  Ang  informs  me 
that  our  friends,  the  ladies  of  the  silhouette, 
were  shuffled  so  roughly  that  they  are  quite 
despondent  and  in  dire  need  of  cheer.  First,  we 
shall  play  Follow-the-Leader." 

Fifty-five  dragons  were  sent  to  the  top  of  the 
card  table  where  the  king,  queen,  jack,  and  all 
fift}r-two  of  the  silhouettes  picked  out  a  dragon 
and  climbed  upon  its  back.  Ki  Ang  mounted 
the  chief  dragon  and  they  led  the  way.  They 
flew  to  within  an  inch  of  the  ceiling,  circled 
around  the  room,  and  swooped  almost  to  the 
floor.  Faster  and  faster  they  flew,  up,  down, 
around,  whirling,  twisting,  turning,  until  the}r 
were  entirely  exhausted.  Depositing  the  some- 
what breathless  ladies  on  the  table,  the  flying 
squadron  returned  to  the  davenport  to  rest. 

The  Scottie  dogs,  left  to  devise  their  own 
amusement,  had  started  chasing  each  other 
around  the  table.      The  cigarette  ashes   in  the 
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tray  had  been  tracked  over  the  table  top.  Sud- 
denly one  of  the  Scotties  mischieviously  grabbed 
a  parasol  and  ran  with  it.  Instantly  the  fifty- 
one  remaining  Scotties  raced  after  it.  As  they 
careened  around  one  of  the  tall  glasses,  it  tipped 
precariously,  then  settled  back  on  its  base.  When 
the  king  marched  into  the  battle,  the  Scotties 
landed  in  a  kicking  heap  against  a  glass.  It 
crashed  onto  the  ash  tray  and  broke. 

Nothing  could  be  heard   for  a   few  seconds ; 


then  came  the  sound  of  footsteps.  As  the  silhou- 
ettes flattened  themselves  onto  their  cards,  the 
king,  queen,  and  jack  squeezed  themselves  into 
the  box.  The  dragons  flew  to  their  positions  on 
the  silk  coat,  and  just  as  Ki  Ang  knelt  on  the 
pedestal  with  his  incense  pot,  Marcia  peered 
cautiously  around  the  door. 

''That's  funny.  There's  no  one  here.  I  was  sure 
I  heard  something,"  she  murmured  perplexedly. 

—GEORGIA   PAIDRICK,    ENGLISH   VIIIC. 


Under  the  Hill 


[In  Ireland,  when  a  child  wandered  away  into  the 
wood  and  never  came  back,  the  old  crones  of  the  village 
always  whispered  that  the  fairies,  the  Little  People,  had 
taken  him  to  their  country  "under  the  hill."] 

Do  you  wander  thus  alone,  my  child,  through 
the  wood  for  pleasure?  Then  you  and  I  are 
kindred  spirits.  Come,  follow  me,  and  I  will 
show  you  trees  pouring  jade  on  scented  rushes, 
wild  roses  like  the  curve  of  your  mother's  cheek 
as  she  puts  you  to  bed  at  night,  strange  songs 
captured  and  netted  securely  in  the  silken  snares 
of  grass. 

Do  you  shrink  so  from  me?  Be  not  afraid; 
what  harm  could  I  do  you,  I  who  am  so  tiny  and 
so  tender  of  the  baby  field-mice  quivering  in 
their  warm  earth-nests?  Here,  take  my  hand. 
You  see,  we  walk  along  lightly  thus,  behind  our 
wavering  shadows,  mine  a  little  fraj-ed  at  the 
edges,  bent  and  careful  of  the  hollows,  like  my- 
self ;  yours  careless  of  the  grassy  bumps,  strong 
and  straight,  even  as  you  are. 

Here  is  my  little  pool  where  I  often  come  to 
sail  starboats  and  to  draw  them  to  shore  with 
the  crook  of  the  moon.  Do  you  like  to  ruffle  the 
water  with  your  fingers,  too,  and  to  plop  stones 
where  it  flows  deepest? 

Take  this  fat  reed  here,  cut  it  off  cleanly, 
thus  ;  curl  up  the  end,  so.  Now  this  leaf  in  the 
end — that's  right — draw  back  your  arm — shoot 
it  straight  over  the  water,  thus.  Ah !  See  it 
skim  over  the  surface,  flipping  a  little  gay 
flounce  behind  it  !  There's  a  fine  sport  for  a  boy 
like  you.  Why,  I  could  show  you  hundreds  of 
boats  to  make — but  we  must  be  getting  on. 

Who  am  I?  Nobody  in  particular,  every- 
thing in  general  .  .  .  that  shaggy  tree  over 
there,  this  yellow  violet  sleeping  here  beneath 
its  leaves,  the  faint  rustling  where  the  soft- 
furred  rabbit  passes  .  .  .  Well,  no,  of  course  I 
can't  be  all  those  things.  Think  of  me  as  just 
a  little  old  man  of  the  woods  who  likes  children. 

Would  you  care  to  see  my  house?  It  isn't 
far  from  here.  Oh,  I'm  not  alone  all  of  the  time. 
There  are  some  little  men  like  me  who  come  once 
in  a  while  and  we  smoke  our  clay  pipes  in  the 
evening  by  the  crab-apple  tree.  I  have  some 
stools  there,  one  about  your  size,  with  three  legs 
and  a  rung  to  put  your  heels  on.     It  wobbles  a 


little,  but  once  you  learn  to  keep  your  balance, 
it's  a  fine  place  to  watch  the  fire-tongues  lick  the 
black  logs  in  winter-time.  Other  boys  live  there 
too,  and  play  ball  on  the  green,  and  catch  tad- 
poles in  glass  jars,  and  play  mumblety-peg  near 
the  wishing-well. 

Oh,  I  have  gold  in  my  house,  hidden  in  the 
Dutch  oven  to  the  left  of  the  fireplace.  Moun- 
tains and  rivers  of  it,  tied  in  leathern  bags  and 
piled  in  dark  red-shining  pots.  There's  one  jar 
of  it  that  you  may  have  for  your  very  own,  to 
pour  out  on  the  bricks,  to  clink  together,  to 
scatter  on  the  green,  and  then  to  put  its  cold- 
ness against  your  cheek,  to  toss  up  to  the  sun 
and  to  skip  on  the  water. 

That  dim  place  in  front  of  us?  That's  the 
entrance  to  the  place  where  my  house  is.  Those 
dark  shadows  over  there  are  the  bad  things  that 
can't  get  in — the  hurt  fingers  and  the  crying 
that  sticks  in  the  throat,  the  greed  and  the  in- 
justice, the  wind  that  blows  the  kites  from  the 
fingers,  and  the  dark  wavering  noises  in  the 
closet.  Let  us  go  in  by  this  cool  mossy  path 
here.  What,  you  are — you  are  afraid?  You 
are  trembling?  Why,  there's  nothing  to  be 
afraid  of.  I  am  taking  you  to  joy  and  to 
laughter,  and  pipe-smoke  in  the  crab-apple  blos- 
soms, and  gold  coins  tossed  into  sunshine.  Let 
us  walk  gaily — let  us  walk  hurriedly — before  the 
gate  closes.  Come,  that  is  the  way  to  go,  care- 
lessly, joyously,  under  the  hill.    .    .   . 

—MARY   MAE    ENDSLEY.    ENGLISH   VIIIC. 

Mr.  Stuart  as  We  Knew  Him 

[Continued  from  page  5] 
diligently  throughout  the  years  he  was  with  us. 

"To  the  Tech  faculty  Mr.  Stuart  has  left  an 
inspiring  memory,  a  vision  of  the  beauty  of  a  life 
of  service.  To  all  of  us,  students  and  faculty,  he 
has  left  the  will  to  carry  on  that  which  he  had 
so  well  begun." 

Mr.  Stuart  was  ours.  He  belonged  to  Tech. 
In  the  years  he  spent  with  us  he  gave  to  us  an 
intangible  something  that  will  never  fade  nor 
need  be  replaced  in  the  years  to  come.  Instead, 
as  the  years  shall  pass,  there  shall  be  more  closely 
interwoven  in  the  fiber  of  this  school  the  beauty, 
the  inspiration,  the  loyalty  that  was  given  to 
Tech  by  our  Mr.  Stuart,  — jane  bosart. 
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We  Thank  You 

The  magazine  editors  acknowledge  with  ap- 
preciation the  splendid  work  and  cooperation 
that  all  the  departments  of  the  school  have 
given  the  Arsenal,  Cannon  this  semester. 

We  thank  Miss  Frieda  B.  Lillis  for  supervis- 
ing the  layout ;  Mrs.  Roberta  Stewart  for  super- 
vising the  art  work ;  and  Mr.  Herbert  Traub  for 
taking  the  campus  and  activity  photographs  for 
the  magazine. 

We  express  appreciation  to  the  judges  of  the 
June  magazine  literature  contest :  Miss  Halcyon 
Mendenhall,  Miss  Zila  Robbins,  Miss  Florence 
Jones,  Mrs.  Jeanne  Bosc,  Miss  Olive  Traylor, 
Mi's.  Grace  Smith,  Miss  Margaret  Burnside, 
Mrs.  Eva  B.  Lycan,  and  Mr.  Bjorn  Winger; 
to  Mr.  F.  W.  Billing-ton,  who  supervised  the 
printing  of  the  cover  of  the  magazine ;  to  Mr. 
George  Thompson,  who  had  charge  of  the  set- 
ting of  the  type  of  the  senior  names  used  under 
senior  pictures ;  to  Mr.  R.  E.  Clark,  who  super- 
vised the  printing  of  the  weekly  issues ;  and  to 
students  of  the  print  shop,  Cannon  agents,  and 
Maurice  McKinzie  and  Bernard  Connolly  for  as- 
sisting the  layout  editors. 

The  Gospel  of  Labor 
[Continued  from  page  39] 

As  their  second  milestone  on  the  path  of  edu- 
cation is  reached,  these  seniors  can  look  back 
over  these  last  four  years — each  with  different 
thoughts.  Some  will  have  only  a  glad  singing 
in  their  hearts  as  they  realize  that  they  have 
followed  the  example  set  them  by  Mr.  Stuart. 
Others  will  remember  when  they  have  not  always 
attained  the  standard  desired,  and  will  resolve 
thereafter  to  take  advantage  of  opportunities 
offered  to  them. 

It  would  be  well  for  each  senior  to  adopt  the 
above  quotation  as  his  personal  motto.  In  it  is 
found  the  essential  quality  to  success  " — the 
blessing  of  earth  is  toil."         — jane  rosart. 

Boys'  Physical  Education 
[Continued  from  page  44] 

In  accordance  with  a  recent  ruling,  boys' 
physical  training  may  be  taken  for  two  years 
instead  of  one. 

Adolph's  Dream 

[Continued  from  page  JfO\ 

that  they  called  in  their  neighbors,  who  rejoiced 
with  them  and  congratulated  Adolph  on  finding 
the  fortune  that  had  come  to  him  from  his  an- 
cestors. 

When  the  neighbors  had  gone  home,  Adolph, 
with  his  merry  blue  eyes  sparkling,  chuckled, 
"Now,  Marie,  aren't  you  glad  that  I  believed 
in  my  dream  and  went  to  the  river  Rhine?" 

[This  story  was  told  to  me  by  my  grandmother.] 
—RUTH    ANN    ALEXANDER,    ENGLISH    VIIC. 


The  Freshman  Team 

Completing  a  very  successful  season,  the  Tech 
freshman  basketball  team  had  a  record  of  win- 
ning eight  games,  losing  two,  and  tying  with 
Washington  for  the  lead  in  the  city  freshman 
league.     Mr.  C.  P.  Dagwell  is  coach. 

Walter  Abell,  Edward  Bennett,  Kenneth 
Beply,  Carl  Bohn,  Kenneth  Christensen,  Leon 
Coleman,  Jack  Cox,  William  Coyle,  Wilson 
Crawford,  Joe  Crofts,  Robert.  Duncan,  Louis 
Held,  Clifford  Reed,  Jack  Richards,  Ivan 
Stauch,  Robert  Stevens,  and  George  Wickes 
were  members  of  the  team. 

Season  games:  Tech  29,  Broad  Ripple  14; 
Tech  19,  Shortridge  14;  Tech  34,  Manual  15: 
Tech  18,  Washington  19;  Tech  21,  Cathedral 
18;  Tech  19,  Broad  Ripple  20 ;  Tech  21, 
Shortridge  9;  Tech  24,  Manual  17;  Tech  12, 
Washington  11  ;  Tech  20,  Cathedral  17. 

Recreational  Activities 

[  Continued  from  page  43] 

shoe  pitching,  shuffle-board,  and  other  outdoor 
games  have  provided  wholesome  recreation  and 
enjoyment,  particularly  during  the  three  lunch 
periods.  Mr.  John  Mueller,  the  football  coach, 
is  in  charge  of  these  new  all-student  sports. 

Elandball,  volleyball,  tennis,  basketball,  and 
many  other  sports  will  be  played  on  the  new 
cement  court  which  has  been  erected  northeast 
of  the  auditorium. 

In  Memoriam 

[Continued  from  page  39] 

won  for  him  many  friends  among  the  students 
and  the  faculty.  He  was  always  eager  to  co- 
operate in  any  school  project. 

William,  who  was  enrolled  in  Sponsor  Room 
6,  was  a  sergeant  in  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  and  had 
played  the  cornet  with  the  Concert  Band  and 
the  Brass  Choir.  Cheerful  and  full  of  fun,  he 
was  a  boy  who  enjoyed  every  minute  of  living. 
He  was  liked  by  the  members  of  his  roll  room 
and  by  his  many  friends. 

The  Basketball  Squad 

[Continued  from  page  4.2] 

Hanley,  Robert  Keithley,  Emmett  McCleery, 
Christo  Mocas,  Glen  Meier,  Jack  Ready,  and  Ben 
Weaver. 

Season  scores:     Tech  15,  Frankfort  27  ;  Tech 

14,  Muncie  21;  Tech  32,  Richmond  16;  Tech 
38,  Columbus  25;  Tech  18,  Rushville  19;  Tech 
20,  Shortridge  21 ;  Tech  35,  Greenfield  16;  Tech 
19,  Jefferson  36;  Tech  30,  Lebanon  10;  Tech 
26,  Franklin  24 ;  Tech  23,  Cathedral  21 ;  Tech 

15,  Newcastle  19;  Tech  22,  Cdnnersville  17; 
Tech  8,  Shelby  ville  15  ;  Tech  20,  Kokomo  33. 

City  Series :  Tech  20,  Washington  19  ;  Tech 
25,  Manual  12. 


•3  53  P- 


Jt^^tK,      THE     ARSENAL     CANNON     J^r-O^ 


My  Ideal  Girl 

If  I  ever  find  my  ideal  girl, 

Her  hair  like  Dorothy  Brandon's  will  curl, 

And  Laura  Stinnett's  eyes  so  blue 

Will  dance  and  laugh  and  flirt  with  you. 

Of  Harriett  Stinger's  hair  I'm  fond 

So  my  ideal  will  be  a  blonde, 

Like  Virginia  Sims  she  must  cook 

And  have  Charlotte  McKay's  sweet  baby  look. 

She  must  have  Sonja  Grigo's  voice, 
A  nose  like  Genevieve  Bailey's  is  my  choice. 
Like  Georgia  Shingleton,  be  tall  and  slim, 
And  have  Marian  Niles'  urge  to  swim. 

Pearly  teeth  like  'Rita  Kasting  she  must  possess, 
And  like  Louise  Baker  know  how  to  dress. 
I  would  find  that  girl  if  I  could, 
But  she'll  probably  be  in  Hollywood. 

■•3  £•■ 

We  have  one  of  the  celebrated  Whisker 
Brothers  with  us  ;  his  name  is  Art  Beard.  What? 
No  Goon  Sisters? 

Some  wits  say  that  "Oats"  Uobbs  should  take 
military  training  so  he  could  be  a  sure  enough 
kernel  (colonel). 


My  Ideal  Man 

If  I  should  be  sent  my  ideal  man, 
Lie  must  have  Francis  Carter's  tan, 
And  Gene  Rodert's  russet  curls, 
Bob  Scott's  eyes,  like  sea-blue  pearls. 

He  would  have  Louis  Aull's  brain, 
And  the  friendliness  of  Donald  Lane, 
Ray  Cradick's  infectious  grin, 
Oscar  Kirsch's  Cannon  pin. 

Lie  must  have  the  height  of  Harwood  Hair, 
Always  cautious  of  a  dare. 
Like  Bill  McArthur  he  must  dance, 
And  like  Eddie  Schock,  he  must  prance. 

He  must  have  Duane  Jones'  wit, 

And  Marion   Swinford's  skill  with  a  mitt. 

If  this  man,  I  ever  get, 

He'll  be  incognito,  you  can  bet. 

■•3   £- 

The  Physiography  II  class  was  discussing  the 
subject  of  snowfields. 

Teacher :  After  all,  Chris,  there  is  no  such  a 
thing  as  a  snowfield.     Is  there? 

Chris  Mocas :  It  wouldn't  do  any  good  to 
argue. 
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To  Be  or  Not  To  Be 

Charles  Craig  and  Bob  Kent,  sonic  years   from 

now 
Will  probably  be  seen  behind  the  plow ; 
While  La  Donna  Loftin  and  Robert  Roblee 
Hollywood  make-up  artists  will  be. 
There's  Tearney,  Warner,  Murphy,  and  Bohne, 
Each  known  as  a  Notre  Dame  "pony." 
Marian  Niles  once  swam  the  Nile ; 
Paul  Gentry  drives  golf  balls  a  mile. 
Dorothy    Woods    and    Sam   La   Mar — now   you 

guess — 
Dot's  writing  songs  about  Sammy's  chess. 
Bob  Kuerst  is  the  world's  greatest  xylophonist ; 
Alex  Petrovich,  the  target  has  never  missed. 
There's  Dorothy  Lagler  and  Ruth  Cradick,  we 

see, 
And  "Mickey"  McGaughey — all  destined  to  be 
Actresses  in  a  war  play,  while  Bob  White 
And  Bill  Kendrick  send  them  flowers  every  night. 
Miss  Raffensberger,  we  call  her  "Dutch," 
Is  keeping  gym  kiddies  out  of  the  clutch 
Of  Doctors  Bea  Risk  and  Mary  Light 
Who  wear  starched  uniforms  of  white 
Designed  by  Esther  Cotton  and  Marjorie  Metz, 
Bleached    by    the    formula    of    Professor    John 

Ratz. 
The  world  some  of  its  wealth  will  yield 
To  Keith,  of  the  House  of  Percifield. 
And   now   we   leave   to   your   imagination 
What  the  rest  will  have  as  their  vocation. 
And  if  you   don't  think   that  this   does   rhyme, 
Why  don't  YOU  try  to  do  it  sometime? 

•3  £- 
No  Wonder 

Albert  Bandy 

Is  always  handy 

When  you  pass  out  candy. 

A  Pun  for  Fun 

Does  Olie  use  Angle  worms  to  catch  Reginald's 
Bass  that  hide  in  one  of  James'  Brooks? 

Do  you  suppose  Ellen  will  ever  Halt-'er-man  ? 

Is  Leslie  a  crooner  of  "I-liflF  you  truly?" 

Anes  Kaim,  saw,  and  left. 

Does  Marjory  Gadberry   much? 

When  Earl  goes  swimming,  does  he  Duckum? 

Will  Betty  ever  Giff-in? 

When  do  you  think  Betty  Ma-cy  ? 

If  Virginia  will  Crow   and  Betty  will  Bray, 
They  will  become  famous  in  vaudeville  some  day. 

Will  William  be  a   Farmer   and   Hugh   a   Gar- 
dener, 
And  will  they  sell  William's  Kropp? 

Is    Dorit's    Graybill   somewhat   like   the    Fair 
Wren  called  Margaret? 

Will   Anita   be   Abel   to   help    Evadine    Koch 
Wilson's  Apple  or  James'  Bacon? 


Ten  Years  From  Now 

As   I  was  walking  down  the  street, 
Many  '34  seniors  I  did  meet. 
William   Heistand,  a  famous  physician, 
Told  me  Jean  Meek  is  a  technician. 

I  had  left  Bill  when  whom  should  I  see — 
But  the  butter  and  egg  man,  Frank  Noff'ke. 
He  had  lots  and  lots  of  news  to  spill — 
Said  James  Kittle  was  an  acrobat  of  skill. 

Then  who  should  be  in  front  of  my  nose — 
The  famous  flag-pole  sitter,  Edwin  Rose. 
He  said  Harry  Walters  was  a  well-known  baker, 
And  imagine — Bill  Gray — an  undertaker. 

I  saw  someone  but  couldn't  believe  my  eyes, 
It  was  Helen  Karch,  much  to  my  surprise. 
She  is   pounding  a  typewriter   these   days, 
'Cause,  she  says,  it's  the  only  thing  that  pays. 

And   then   who    should   I    see — I   bet   you   can't 

guess, 
Cuba  Rae  Flagg — now  a  quaint  seamstress. 
And  Louise  Clark,  a  housekeeper  all  alone, 
Told  me  Bill  Schmidt  is  a  whispering  baritone. 

My,  what  a  difference  ten  years  can  make  ! 
Now  for  a  story  that'll  make  your  heart  ache — 
For  sad  is  the  fate  of  Ruthie  Funk, 
She  married  a  man  who  takes  up  junk! 

— ALICEBRAY   FITTZ. 

Who  Doesn't? 

A  bad  little  boy 
Is  Arthur  Brooks, 
He  always  avoids 
Carrying  books. 

■■$  $>■ 
Introducing  the  Browns 

You'll  always  find  Frances  Brown  and  Hubert 

Brown  and  Russell  Brown  about ; 
And  Vera  Brown  and  Joseph  Brown  we  cannot 

do  without. 
Virginia  Brown  and  Kathryn   Brown   are   girls 

we  like  to  see, 
But  James   D.   Brown   and  Jackie  Brown   we'd 

like  to  have  for  tea. 

■4  £>• 

After  doing  extended  order  drill  in  M.  T.  the 
corporal  asked  Dick  Helm  why  he  was  behind 
the  rest. 

"Oh,"  said  Dick,  "I  did  that  in  case  we  were 
to  retreat ;  then  I  could  lead  the  men  to  safety." 

<  >■ 

Boy  in  American  History  I  Class :      How  far 
in  the  book  do  we  go  this  semester? 
Teacher:     Through  Andrew  Jackson. 
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